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HO C dbi de aato, didffifiia mater, egeno 
Exiguum immcnfi pignus amoris Habe. 
Heu, meHora dbi depramere dona volentes 

Aftringit gratas parcior area manas. 
Tune tui potcris vocem hie agnoTcere nad 

Tarn male fbrmatam, diflimilpmque tax ? 
Tone luc materni veftigia iacra decQrU* 

Ta fpeculom poteris hie reperire tuum ? 
Poft longom, dices, Coula, fie mihi tempos i 

Sic mihi fperand, per&le, multa redia ? 
Qose, dices, S^g» liemurefqae De^eque, po^^^tes. 

Hone mihi in infantis fappofuere loep ? 
At ta, fan&a parens, crudelis ta quoque, pad 

Ne trades de^rtra volnera en^ rudL 
Hei mihi, qoid fatq genetrix accedis iniqao i 

Sit ibrs, fed oon fis, ip(a, noverca miU* 
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Si mihi natali Mufkrtim adolefcere in arvo« 

Si bene diledlo luxuriare foIo> 
Si mihi de dp&k licuiflet pleni^ onda 

Haurire, ingentem fi fatiare fitim, 
Non ego degeneri dubitabilis ore redirera, 

NeC legeres riomcn fufa rubore meum. 
Scis bene> fcis quae me tempeflas publica mundi 

Raptatrix veftro fuftulit e gremio. 
Nee pede adhuc firmo, nee iirmo dente, negati 

Pofcentem queFulo murmure ladHs opem* 
Sie quondam, aerium vento bellante per aequor. 

Cum gravidum autumnum faeva flagellat hyems, 
Immatura fua velluntur ab arbore poma, 

Et vi vidia eadunt ; arbor & ipfa gemit. 
Nondum fuecus ineft terrae generofus avitae, 

Nondum fol rofeo redditur ore pater. 
O mihi jueundum Grantae fuper omnia nomen i 

O penitus toto eorde receptus amor ! 
O pulchne fine luxu aedes, vitaeque beatae, 

Splendida paupertas, ingenuufque deeor ! 
O chara ante alias, magnorum nomine regum 

Digna domus ! Trini nomine digna Dei ! 
^ O nimium Cereris cumulati munere campi, 

Pofthaluds Eiuui^ quos eolit ilia jugis ! 
O facri fontes ! & £icrs vatibus umbrae, 

Quas recreant avium Pieridumque chori 1 
O Camu9 1 Phoebe nullus quo gratior amnis ! 

Amnibus auriferis invidiofus inops ! 
Ah mihi fi vcftrae reddat bona gaudia fedis, 

Detque Dsus doda'poife qoiete friu 1 

Qua! 
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QuaHs «ram» cum me tranquilli mente fedentem 

Vidifti in ripa. Came {erehe, tua; 
Mulcentem audlfii pueifii flumina canta ; 

lUe quidem immerito, fed dhi gratus eraL 
Nam, memini ripa cum tu dignatus utraque* 

Dignatura eft totom verba referre nemus. 
Tone liquidis tadtifque iimul mea vita diebus» 

£t fimilis veflrae Candida fluxit aqnse. 
At nunc coenofas luces> atque obice multo 

Rumpitur jastatis turbidus ordo mes. {unda ?-. 

Quid mihi Sequana opus, Tamefisve aut Thybridis 

Tu potis es noftram tolkre. Came, fitim. 
Felix, qui nunquam plus uno viderit anne t 

Quique «adem Salicis littora more colit ! 
Felix, qui non tentatus fordefcere mundus, 

£t cui pauperies nota nitere poteft ! 
Tempore cui nuUo mifera experientia conflat, 

Ut res humanas fentiat efle miul ! 
At nos exemplis fortuna inftrujdt opimis, 

£t documentorum fatque fuperqae dedit. 
Cum*capite avulfum diadema* infra6taque fceptra. 

Contufafque hominum forte minante minas, 
Parcarum ludos, & non tra£kabile fatum» 

£t ver&s fundo vidimus orbts opes. 
Quij poterit fragilem poft talia credere puppim 

Infami fcopulis naufragiiique mari ? 
Tu quoque in hoc terrae tremuifti, Academia» motu« 

(Nee fruftra) atque aedes contremuere tuae : 
Contremuere ipfx pacatss Palladis arces ; 

Et timuit fulmen laurea fan^ novum. 

B 3 Ak 
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Ah quahqtiam iratliih, p^cfn hahc avertere numen. 

Nee faltem belliis ifta Kcetc> Ttelit ! 
Nos, tua progenies, ^rearttus ; & ecce, perimus ! 

In nos jus habeat : jas hiibet omhe malum. 
Tu ftabilis bi-evium geniis irtlinbl-talc hcpottiih 

Fundes j nee tibi mors i^fa fuperftes crit : 
Semper jJeha manenij ttteri de fbnte perenni 

Formofas mitti^ ad mare thortis aquas. 
Sic Venus humaA^ qutoAdam, Dea iaU'eia d^xtra^ 

(Niahique folent ipfis bella jioeere Deis) 
lmp!dHLvit 6pcih Ai^i^m, queftufque eievit, 

Tinxit ad&rikidu^ Candida ttletfibra truer. 
Quid quereris ? contefniie breves fecura ddores : 

Nam tibi Ibhie ¥i«t^m vukeria ndia valent. 
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THE 

AUTHOR'S PREFACE 

T O 

His Edition In Folio, 1656. 

AT my return lately into England ♦, I met by 
great accident (for fuch I account it to be^ that 
any copy of it ihould be extant any where fo long« 
unlefs at his houfe who printed it) a book intituled^ 
•^ The Iron Age," and piAliftied under my name, 
during the time of my abfence. I wondiered very muck 
how one who could be fo foolilh to write fo ill verfe% 
ihould yet be fo wife to fet them forth as another man's 
rather than his own; though perhaps he might have 
made a better choice, and not fathered the baflard up* 
on fuch a perfon, whofe flock of reputation is, I fear, 
Kttle enough for maintenance of his own numerous le- 
gitimate oiFspring of that kind. It would have been 
nach lefs injurious, if it had pleafed the author to put 
forth fbme of my writings under his own name, rather 
thaa his own under mine : he had been in that a more 

• In i6^$* 
B 4 ^don^ 



8 AUTHOR'S PREFACE. 

pardonable plagiary, and had done lefs wrong by rob-' 
bery, than he does by fuch a bounty ; for nobody can 
be juftified by the imputation even of another's merit ; 
and our own coarfe cloaths are like to become us better^ 
than thofe of another man, though never fo rich : but 
^ere> to fay the truth, were fo beggarly, that I myfelf 
was afhamed to wear them. It was in vain for me> 
that I avcnded cenfure by the concealment of my own 
writmgs, if my reputaticm ' could be thus executed 
in effigiei ai]d impoffible it is for any good name to be 
in fafety, if the malice of witches have the power to 
confume and deftroy it ia an image of their own mak- 
ing. This indeed was fo ill made, and fo unlike, 
that I hope the charm took no effedt So that I efbem 
myfelf lefs prejudiced by it, than by that which has 
jbeen done to me fince, almoft in the fame kind; which 
is, the publication of fome things of mine without my 
confent or knowledge, and thofe fo mangled and im- 
perfed, that I could neither with honour acknowledge, 
nor with honefly quite difavow them. 

Of which fort, was a comedy called ** The Guar- 
♦* dian," printed in the year 1650; but made and 
a£ted before the Prince, in his paffage through Cam- 
jbridge towards York, at the beginning of the late un- 
happy war; or rather neither made nor adted, but 
rough-drawn only, and repeated ; for the hafte was fo 
.jgreat, that it tu)uld neither be revifed or perfefted by 
.the author, nor learned without book by. the adors, 
nor fet forth in any meafure tolerably by the officers of 
the college. After the feprcfenutiou Qwhich, I con- 

fefs. 



AUTHOR'S PREFACE. 9 

£efs, was (bxnewhat of the lateft) I began to look it 
over, and changed it very much^ flriking out fome 
whde parts, as that of the poet and the foldier ; but 
I have loft the copy, and dare not think it deferves the 
pains to write it again, which. makes me omit it in this 
pubUcation, though there be fome things in it which I 
am not afhamed of, taking the excufe of my age and 
ixnall experience in human converfation when I made 
it» But* as it is, it is only the hafty iirft-fittmg of a 
infiiire» and therefore like to refemble me accord- 
nigly. 

From this which has happened to myfelf, I began 
to refle£l on the fortune of almofl all writcrs> and efpe- 
dally poets, whofe works (commonly printed after 
their deaths) we find ftufFed out, either with counter- 
feit pieces, like falfe money put in to fill up the bag, 
though it add nothing to the fum; or with fuch, 
which, though of their own coin, they would have 
called in themfelves, for the bafenefs of the allay: whe- 
ther this proceed from the indifcretion of their friendsj 
who think a vaft heap of ftones or rubbilh a better mo- 
nument than a little tomb of marble; or by the unwor- 
thy avarice of fome ftationers, who are content to di- 
miniih the value of the author, fo they may increafe 
the price of the book ; and, like vintners, with fophif- 
ticate mixtures, fpoil the whole veflel of wine, to make 
it yield mor6 profit. This has been the cafe with 
Shakefpeare, Fletcher, Jonfon, and many others; part 
of whofe poems I (hould take the boldnefs to prune and 
lop away, if the care of replanting them in print did 

belong 
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choofe but wither in a long and a fharp winter ? A war- 
like, various, and a tragical age is beil to write of> but 
worft to write in. And I may, though in a very un- 
equal proportion, aiTume that to tnyfelf, which was 
fpoken by Tully to a much better perfon, upon occa- 
fion of the civil wars and revolutions in his time: *' Sed 
*' in te intuens. Brute, doleo: cujus in adolefcentiam> 
" per medias laudes, quafi quadrigis vehentem, tranf- 
" verfa incurrit mifera fortuna reipublicas *." 

Neither is the prefent conftitution of my mind more 
proper than that of the times for this exercife, or rather 
divertifement. There is nothing that requires fo much 
ferenity and chearfulnefs of fpirit ; it muft not be either 
overwhelmed with the cares of life, or overcaft with 
the clouds of melancholy and forrow, or ihaken and 
difturbed by the ftorms of injurious fortune; it muft, 
like the halcyon, have fair \veather to breed in. The 
foul muft be filled with bright and delightful ideas, 
when it undertakes to communicate delight to others ; 
which is the main end of poefy. One may fee through 
the ftyle of Ovid de Trift. the humbled and dejefted 
condition of fpirit with which he wrote it ; there fcarcc 
remains any footftep of that genius, 

/* — quern ncc Jovis ira, nee ignes f, &c.'* 
The cold of the country had ftrucken dirough all his 
faculties, and benumbed the very feet of his verfes. 
He is himfelf, methinks, like one of the flories of hi» 

• Cic. dc Clar. Orator. ^331. 
f Metam. Uxv. 871. 

owa 
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awn Metamorphofis ; and^ though there remain JTome 
weak rcfemblances of Ovid at Rome, it is but, as he 
faysofNiobe*, 
*' In vultu color eft fine fanguine : lumina mcelHs 
*' Stant immota genis : nihil eft in imagine vivi.— 
« Flet tamen — " 
The truth is, for a man to write weU, it is neceflary to 
be in good humour; neither is wit lefs eclipfed with 
the unquietnefs of mind» than beauty with the indifpo- 
iition of body. So that it is almoft as hard a thing to 
be a poet in defpite of fortune, as it is in defpite of 
mature. For my own part, neither my obligations to 
die Mufes, nor expedlations from them, are fo great, 
as that I ihould fuiFer myfelf on no confiderations to 
be divorced, or that I ftiould fay like Horace f, 

" Quifquis erit vitae, fcribam, color." 
I fliall rather ufe his words in another place |, 
*« Vixi Camenis nuper idoneus, 
** Et militavi non fme gloria: 

«' Nunc arma, defundumque bello 
*« Barbiton hie paries habebit.'* 
And this r^folution of mine does the more befit me, 
becaufe my defire has been for fome years paft (though 
•the execution has been accidentally diverted) and does 
ftill vph^mently continue, to retire myfelf to fome of 

* Metam. 1. vi. .304« 
•f- Hor. % Sat. i. 6o, 
J 3 Carna. Ode xxvi. ** Vixi puellis," &c, 

our 
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QP^ Amfffm^ fimtsSamz ngt to feek f^r gold* ^ en^ 
n^ inyfclf m^ the trgfjg pf thofe p^m (which ia the 
end of moft men that travel thither; fo that pf thefe 
Indies it is truer than it lyas of the formerj, 

*' Impiger extremes currit mcrcator ad Iudo9» 
** Per mare pauperiem fugiens— *)*' 

h9t tf> forfake this world for ever^ with all the vanities 
and vexations of it» and to bury myfeif there in fome 
obTciire retreat (but not without the confdation of let- 
ters and phiblbphy) 

** Oblitufque meorum, oblivifcendus & yiis— f " 
as my former author fpeaks too> who has endce4 me 
here> I know not how^ into the pedantry of this heap 
of Latin fentences. And I think Dr. Dpnne's Sun- 
dyal in a grave is not more ufelefs and ridiculous, 
than poetry would be in that retirement. As this 
therefore ^s in a true fenfe a kind oi death to the Mufes> 
and a real literal qiutting of this world; fo, methinks, 
I may make a juft claixn to the undoub^d privilege of 
deceafed poexs, which is^ to be read with more favour 
than the living; 

^ Tanti eft ut placeam iibi, perire t-'' 

Having been forced, for my own neceflary jufHfica- 
tion, to trouble the reader widi this long difcourfe of 
the reafons why I trouble him alfo with all the reft of 

* Hor. I Ep. i. 45* 
•J" Hor. I £p. xi« 9. 
\ Martial, lib. viii. ep. 69* 

the 
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the Jbook; I ihall only add ibmewiiat concerning the 
{everal j»rts jo£ it, and ibme ^ther pieces^ which I have 
thought £t to rejed in this publication : ibl9, ^{k, 9H 
thpfe which I wrote at fchool^ from the age of tm 
yeaxSf dU jg&etr BJkceui br even Co bf fat^ckward there 
xefWAyj^t iome traces of me in the little fbotHeps of a 
childf wluch> -though -they were then looked upon <ls 
^mmendaUe ext^a^wgwiotf s in a -boy («ien letting % 
value upon any -kind of ^^t helore (he ufual feafon of 
it} yet I would i>elolh to be hound now ;to i:ead -them 
all<MFer n^yfelf; and thecefcMFe ihoold do ill to €x^&, 
thftt patience from others, fiefides^ they have abi^y 
pail throi^h feveral editionsi wdiich is a jk>ngQr iUfe 
thanuies to be ^^joyed by infants ihat are bom belore 
the ordinary terms. They bad the good fortime then 
to £nd the world fo indvlgent (for, cocbfidering the 
time of their production, -who could be |fo hard-hearted 
to;be feyare ?) that I icarce yet apprehend Co much t9 
be -cenfttced for them, as for not havir^ made advances 
afterwards proportionable to the fpeed of my fetting 
Qttt ; and Am obliged too in a manner by difci^uoii to 
conceal and fupprefs them, as promi&s and infb-ument^ 
under my own hand, whereby I flood engaged for 
more than I have been able to perform; in which truly 
if I have failed, I have the real excufe of the honefteft 
fort of bankrupts, which is, to have been made unfol- 
vabk not fo much by their own negligence and ill- 
hufbandry, as by fome notorious accidents and public 
difafters. In the next place, I have caft away all fuch 
pieces as I wrote during the time of the late troubles, 

with 
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with any reladon to the differences that caufed them ; 
as, among others, three books of the dvil war itfelf; 
reaching as far as the firft battle of Newbury, ^idiere 
the fucceeding misfbrtones of the party ftopt the work» 

As for the enfuing book, it confifts of four * parts. 
The firft is a Mifcellany of feveral fubjeds, and ibme 
of them made when I was very young, which it is per* 
haps fuperfluoos to tell the reader: I know not by 
what chance I have kept copies of them ; for they are 
but a very few in comparifon of thoie which I have 
loft ; and I think they have no extraordinary virtue in 
them, to deferve more care in prefervadon, than was 
beftowed upon their brethren ; for which I am (b Htde 
concerned, that I am afhamed of the arrogancy of the 
word, when I faid I had lofl them. 

The fecond, is called, *' The Miftrefs," or " Love- 
«* Verfes ; for fo it is, that poets are fcarce thought 
freemen of their company, without paying fome dudes, 
and obliging themfelves to be true to love. Sooner or 
later they mufl all pafs through that trial, like fome 
Mahometan monks, that are bound by their order, 
once at leaft tn their life, to make a pilgrimage to 
Mecca: 

"In furias ignemque ruunt : amor onmibus idem f .** 

• In the prefent collcAion, there zreJSve parts j the firft of 
which contains the juvenile Poems mentioned in p. 15. Their 
hiftory may be feen in the prefaces prefixed to them* 

f Virg, Gcorg. lii, 244. 

Sut 
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Bat we mail not always make a judgment of their 
manners from their writings of this kind; as the Ro- 
maniib uncharitably do of Beza, for a few lafcivious 
fonnets compofed by him in his youth. It is not in 
this fenfe that poefy is faid to be a kind of pamting; 
it is not the pi^ure of the poet» but of things and per- 
fons imagined by him. He may be in his own pradtice 
and difpoiition a philofopher, nay a Stoic^ and yet (peak 
fometimes with the foftnefs of an amorous Sappho^ 

« ferat & rubus aiper amomum*." 

He profeffes too much the ufe of fables (though with- 
out the malice of deceiving) to have his teftimony 
taken even againft himfelf Neither would I here be 
mifunderftood, as if I aiFe£bed fo much gravity as to 
be afhamed to be thought really in love. On the con- 
trary, I cannot have a good opmion of any man, who 
is not at leaft capable of being fo. But I fpeak it to 
excnfe fome expreffions (if fuch there be) which may 
happen to offend the fevcrity of fupercilious readers : 
for much excefs is to be allowed in love, and even 
more in poetry; fo we avoid the two unpardonable 
vices in both, which are obfcenity and profanenefs, of 
-^hich, I am fure, if my words be ever guilty, they have 
ill reprefented my thoughts and intentions. And if, 
notwithftanding all this, the lightnefs of the matter 
here difpleafe any body, he may find wherewithal to 
content his more ferious inclinations in the weight and 
hdght of the enfuing arguments. 

« Virg. ]^1, ill. 89. 
Vol. VIL C For, 
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For, as for the «» Pindaric Odes" (which is the 
third part)> I am in great doubt whether they will b« 
nnderftood by moft readers 5 nay, even by very many 
who are well cnongh acquainted with the common 
roads and ordinary tradls of poefy. They either are, 
or at leaft were meant to be, of that kind of ftyle 
which Dion. HalicamafTeus calls, M&raXo^t;^$ xa) Hv 
fttrk hifir%r^<;% and which he attributes to Alceus. 
The digreffions are many, and fuddcn, and fometimes 
long, accordix^ to the fafhion of all iyriques, and of 
Pindar above all men living : the figures are unufual 
and bold, even to temerity, and fuch as I durft not 
have to do withal in any other kind of poetry : the num- 
bers are various and irregular, and fometimes (efpe - 
cially fome of the long ones) feem harfti and uncouth, if 
the juft meafures and cadences be not obferved in the 
pronunciation. So that almoft all their fweetnefs and 
numerofity (which is to be found, if I miflake not, in 
the rougheft, if rightly repeated) lies in a manner 
wholly at the mercy of the reader. I have briefly de- 
fcribed the nature of thefe verfes, in the Ode intituled, 
** The Refurre6lion:" and though the liberty of them 
may incline a man to believe them eafy to be compofed, 
yet the undertaker will find it otherwife — 

** — Ut fibi quivis 
** Speret idem ; fudet multvlm, fruftraque laborct 
^ ^ Aufu5 idem *." 

• Hor. A» P. 240* 

- ' I come 
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1 a)me now to the laft part, which is ** Davidcis,'* 
or an heroical poem of the troubles of David: which I 
dcfigned into twelve hooks ; not for the tribes' fake, 
"but after the pattern of a» mafter Virgil ; and in- 
tended to doic all with that moft poetical and exceHent 
«legy of David on the death of Saul and Jonathan : 
for I had no mind to carry him quite on to his ancnnt* 
ing at Hebron, becaufe it is the cuftom of heroic poets 
(as we fee by the examples of Homer and Vir^, 
Whom we fhould do ill to forfakc to imitate others) ne- 
ver to come to the full end of their ftory: but only fo 
iiear, that every one may fee it ; as men commonly play 
not out the game, when it is evident that they can win 
it, but lay down their cards, and take up what they 
have won. This, I fay, was the whole defign: in 
which there are many noble and fertile arguments be- 
iund; as the barbarous cruelty of Saul to the priefts at 
Nob; the feveral flights and efcapes of David, with the 
manner of his living in the Wildemefs; the funeral of 
Samuel; the love of Abigail; the facking^of Ziglag; 
the lofs and recovery of David's wives from the Ama- 
lekites ; the witch of Endor; the war with the Philif- 
tines ; and the battle of Gilboa : all wliich I nxeant to 
interweave, upon feveral occafions, with moft of the 
illuftrious ftories of the Old Teftament, and to embel- 
lifli with the moft remarkable antiquities of the Jews, 
jmd of other nations before or at that age. ^ 

But I have had neither leifure hitherto, nor have ap- 
petite at prefcnt, to finifh the work, or fo much as to 
C .2 jevifc 
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revife that part which is done, with that care whidi I 
rcfolved to beftow upon it, and which the dignity of the 
matter well deferves. For what worthier fubjedt could 
have been chofen, among all the treafuries of paft 
times, than the life of this yeung prince ; who, from 
fo fmall beginnings, through fuch infinite troubles and 
oppofitions, by fuch miraculous virtues and excellen- 
cies, and with fuch incomparable variety of wonderful 
actions and accidents, became the greateft monarch 
that ever fat on the moft famous throne of the whole 
earth ? Whom fhould a poet more juiUy feek to honour, 
than the highefl perfon who ever honoured his profef- 
fion ? whom a Chriftian poet, rather than the man af- 
ter God's own heart, and the man who had that facred 
pre-eminence above all other princes, to be the beftand 
mightieft of that royal race from whence Chrift him- 
fel£ according to the flefli, difdained not to defcend ? 

When I confider this, and how many other bright 
and magnificent fubjefts of the like nature the holy 
Scripture affords and proffers, as it were, topoefy; in 
the wife managing and illuftrating whereof the glory 
of God Almighty might be joined with the lingular 
utility and noblefl delight of mankind ; it is not with- 
out grief and indignation that I behold that divine 
fcience employing all her inexhauftible riches of wit 
and eloquence, either in the wicked and beggarly flat- 
tery of great perfons, or the unmanly idolizing of 
foofiih women, or the wretched afedation of fcurril 
laughter, or at befl on the confufed antiquated dreams 

of 
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of fenfelefs fabies and metamorphofes. Amongft all 
hdy and confecrated things^ which the devil ever dole 
and alienated from the fervice of the Deity ; as altars, 
temples^ facrifices^ prayers^ and the like ; there is none 
that he fo univerfally> and fo long, ufurpt^ as poetry. 
It is dme to recover it out of the tyrant's hands, and 
to reftore it to the kingdom of God, who is the father 
of iL It is time to baptize it in Jordan, for it will 
never become clean by bathing in the water of Da- 
mafcns. There wants, methinks, but the converfion 
of that, and the Jews, for the accomplifhment of the 
kingdom of Chrift. And as men, before their receiv- 
ing of the faith, do not without fome carnal reludan- 
des apprehend the bonds and fetters of it, but find it 
afterwards to be the trueft and greateft' liberty : it will 
fare no otherwife with this art, after the regeneration 
of it; it will meet with wonderful variety of new, 
more beautiful, and more delightful objeds; neither 
will it want room, by being confined to heaven. 

There is not fo great a lye to be found in any poet, 
as the vulgar conceit of men, diat lying is eflential to 
good poetry. Were there never fo wholefbme nouriih- 
ment to be had (but alas ! it breeds nothing but dif- 
cafes) out of thefe boafled feafls of love and fables ; 
yet, methinks, the unalterable continuance of the diet 
fhould make us naufeate it : for it is almofl impoffible 
to ferve up any new difh of that kind. They are all 
but the cold-meats of the ancients, new-heated, ^nd new 
fet forth. I do not at all wonder that the old poets 
C 3 made 
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made fome rich crops out of thefe grounds ; tke heart 
of the fcnl was not then wrought out with continual 
tillage: but what can we expedt now^ who come a 
gleaning, not after the firft reapers^ but after the very 
beggars ? Befides^ though thoie mad ftories of the god» 
and heroes ieem in themfelves (o ridiculous; yet they 
were then the whde body (or rather chaos) of the 
theology of thofe times. They were believed by all# 
but a few philofophers^ and perhaps fome atheiib ; and 
ibrved to good purpofe among the vulgar (as pitiful 
things as they are)* in firengthening the authority of 
law with the terrors of confcience^ and expe^tion of 
eertain rewards and unavoidable punifhments. There 
Was no other religion ; and therefore that was better 
than none at all. But to us, who have no need of 
them ; to tts> who deride their folly, and are wearied 
with their impertinendes ; they ought to appear no 
better arguments for verfe, than thofe of their worthy 
fucceflhrs, the knights-errant. What can we imagine 
more proper for the ornaments of wit or learning in the 
ftory of Deucalion than in that of Noah ? Why will 
not. the actions of Sampfon afford as plentiful matter 
as the labours of Hercules ? Why is not Jeptha's 
daughter as good a woman as Iphigenia? and the 
fricndftiip of David and Jonathan more worthy cele- 
bration than that of Thefeus and Perithous ? Does not 
the paflage of Mofes and the Ifraehtes into the Holy 
Land yield incomparably more poetical variety than 
the voyages of UlyiTcs or iEneas ? Are the obfoletei 

thread-bare 
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ikfead-bare taks of Tkebes and Troy half fi> ilored 
with great» heroical, and fupematural actions (fince 
veHe will needs find or make fiich), as the wars of 
Jolhoa, of the Judges, of David, and divers others i 
Can all the transfisrmatiOQS of the gods give fuch co^ 
pioos hmts to flouriih and expatiate on» as the true mi- 
radet of Chrift» or of his prophets and apodles ? What 
do I inftance in theie few particulars ? All the hooks 
of the Bible are either already moft admirable and 
exalted pieces of poefy, or are the beft materials in the 
world for it. 

Yet, though they be in themfelves fo proper to be 
made ufe of for this purpofe ; none but a good artift 
will know how to do it : neither mull we think to cut 
and polifh diamonds with fo little pains and ikill as we 
do marble. For> if any man deiign to compofe a fa- 
cred poem, by only turning a ftory of the Scripture, 
like Mr. Quarles's, or fome other godly matter, like 
Mr. Heywood of angels, into rhyme ; he is fo far from 
elevating of poefy, that he only abafes divinity. In 
brief, he who can write a prophane poem well, may 
write a divine one better; but he who can do that but 
ill, will do this much worfe. The fame fertility of 
invention ; the fame wifdom of difpoiition ; the fame 
judgment in obfervance of decencies ; the fame luftre 
and vigour of elocution; the fame modefty and majefly 
of number; briefly, the fame kind of habit, is required 
to both : only this latter allows better ftuff; and there- 
fore would look more deformedly, ill dreil m it. I 
C 4 am 
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am far from afTuming to myfelf to have fulfilled the 
duty of this weighty undertaking : but fure 1 am, there 
is nothing yet in our language (nor perhaps in any) 
that is in any degree anfwerable to the idea that I con- 
ceive of it. And I ftiall be ambitious of no other fruit 
from this weak and imperfect attempt of mine, but the 
opening of a way to the courage and induftry of fome 
other perfons, who may be better able to perform it 
thoroughly and fuccefsfully. 
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THE 

BOOKSELLER'S ADVERTISEMENT 

T O 
THE EDITION OF 1674, 

THE following Poems of Mr. Gowlcy being 
much enquired after> and . very icarce (the 
Town hardly affording one Book> though it hath been 
fi>ar times printed) we thought this fifth edition could 
not fail of being well received by the world. We pre- 
fume one reafon why they were omitted in the laft col- 
ledtion, was, becaufe the propriety of this copy be- 
longed not to the fame perfon that publifhed thofe : 
but the reception they had found appears by the feve- 
ral impreffions through which they had palfed. We 
dare not fay they are equally perfedl with thofe writ- 
ten by the Author in his riper years, yet certainly they 
are fuch as deferve not to be buried in obfcurity. We 
prefume the Author's judgment of them is moft rea- 
fonable to appeal to; and you will find him (allowing 
grains of modefty) give them no fmall charafter. His 
words are in the 6th page of his Preface before his 
former publifhed Poems *. 

♦ See the Author's Preface abo^e, ^» \ V 
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You find our excellent Author likewife mentioning 
and reciting part of thefe Poems, in his " Several Dif- 
«* courfes by way of EfTays in Verfe and Profe, in the 
'* 4 ith Difcourfe treating of himfelf." Thefe we fup- 
pofe a fufficient authority for our reviving them; and 
fure there is no ingenuous Reader to whom the fmalleft 
remains of Mr. Cowley will be unwelcome. His Poems 
tre every where the copy of his mind ; fo that by this 
fupplement to his other vdiume you have the pifture 
of that fo defervedly eminent man from almoft his 
ehildhood to his latefl years^ the bud and bloom of his 
Spring; the warmth of his Summer; the richnefs and 
perfeftion of his Autumn. But> for the Reader's fiir-^ 
ther curiofity, we refer him to the Author's following 
Preface to them, publifhed by himfelf. 



T • 
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TO THE 

Right Honourable and Right Reverend Father in God, 

JOHN 

Lord Bifliop of Lincoln, and Dean of Westminster. 

MY LORD, 

1 MIGHT well fear, leftthefemy rude and un- 
polilhed lines fhould offend your honourable fur- 
vey; but that I hope your Noblenefs will rather fmile 
at the faults committed by a Child, than cenfure them. 
Howfbever I defire your Lordfhip's pardon, for pre- 
fenting things fo unworthy to your view; and to accept 
the good-will of him, who in all duty is bound to be 

Your Lordfhip's 

moft humble fervant,. 

ABRAHAM COWLEY. 
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READER (I know not yet whether gent 
feme, I know, have been angry (I dai 
fume the honour of their envy) at my poetical 
and blamed in mine, what commends other ft 
linefs : others, who are either of a weak faith, 
malice, have thought me like a pipe, which nev 
but when it is blowed in, and read me, not 
ham Cowley, but Authorem Anonymum. T< 
I anfwer, that it is an envious froft which 
bloflbms, becaufe they appear quickly : to t 
that he is the word homicide who ftrives t 
another's fame : to both, that it is a ridiculou 
condemn or laugh at the Itars, becaufe the i 
fun ftiine brighter. The fmall fire I have 
blown than extinguilhed by this wind. Foj 
of Poefy, by being angered, increafeth; by 
0>reads farther ; wluch appears in that I have 
^Pon this TlxiJ-<i Edition. What though it b< 
^^^ ^' »s nor> I am fure, the firft book vv 
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lighted tobacco, or been employed by cooks and gro- 
cers. If in all men's judgments it fufFer ihipwreck, it 
ftiall fomething content me, thkt it hath pleiafedlnyfelf 
and the Bookfeller. In it you fhall find one argument 
(and I hope I fhall need no more) to confute unbe-- 
lievers : which is> that as mine age, and confequently 
experience (which is yet but little) hath increafed, ib 
they have not left my Poefy flagging behind them. I 
fhould not be agry to fee any one bum my Piramus and 
Thifbe, nay, I would do it myfelf, but that I hope a 
pardon may eafily be gotten for the errors often years 
age. My Conftantius and Philetus confefTeth me two 
years older when I writ it. The refl were made fince^ 
upon feveral occafions, and perhaps do not belye the 
time of their birth. Such as they are, they were created 
by me: but their fate lies in your hands; it is only 
you con efFedl, that neither the Bookfeller repent him- 
felf of his charge in printing them, nor I of my labour 
in compofing them. Farewel. 

A. COWLEY. 
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TO THE READER. 



ICall'd the bufkin'd mafe Melpomene> 
And told her what fad ftory I would write : 
She wept at hearing fuch a tragedy. 
Though wont in mournful ditties to delight. 
If thou diflike thefe forrowful lines, then know 
My Muie with tears, not with conceits, did flow : 

And as fhe my unabler quill did guide. 

Her briny tears did on the paper fall ; 

If then unequal numbers be efpied. 

Oh, Reader ! do not that my error call ; 

But think her tears defaced it, and blame then 
My Mufe's grief^ and not my miffing pen. 



ABRAHAM COWLEY. 
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.CONSTANTIA AND PHILETUS. 



1SING two conftant lovers* various fate. 
The hopes and fears that equally attend 
Their loves; their rivals* envy, parents' hate: 
I iing their woeful life and tragic end. 

Aid nae, ye gods, this ftory to rehearfe. 

This mournful tale, and favour every verfe ! 
In Florence, for her flately bmldings fam'd« 
And lofty rOofs that emulate the (ky. 
There dwelt a lovely maid, Conflantia nam'd, 
Fam'4 for the lieauty of all Italy. 

Her, lavilh Nature did at firft adorn. 

With Pallas' foul m Cytherea's form : 
And, framing her attractive eyes fo bright. 
Spent all her wit in ftudy, that they might 
Xeep earth from chaos and-' eternal night; 
But envious death deftroyd their glorious light, 

Expedl not beauty then, fince (he did part; 

For in her Nature wafted all her art. 
Her hair was brighter than the beams which are 
A crown to Phoebus ; and her breath fo fweet. 
It did tranfcend Arabian odours far. 
Or fmelling flowers, wherewith the fpring doth greet 

Approaching fummer; teeth, like falling (how 

For white, were placed in a double row. 
Vol. VU. D Vax 
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Her wit, excelling praife, even all admire ; 
Her ipeech was fo attraftive it might be 
A caufe to raife the mighty Pallas* ire. 
And itir vnp envy from that deity. 

The maiden Klies at hw fight 

Wax'd pak with envy, and from thence grew whi 
She was in Urth and parentage as high 
As in her fortune great or beauty rare ; 
And to her virtuous mind's nobiHty 
The gifts of Fstfe and Nature doubled were ; 

That in her fpotleis ibul and lovely hce 

You i^ght have feen each deity and grace^ 

The fcornfiijl boy Adonis^ viewing her* 
Would Venus ftill defpife, yet her defire; 
Each ^ho but iaw> was a compexitor 
And rival, fcorch'd alike with Cuf)ld's Bse.. 
The glorioi^ beams of her fair ey^ did mov^ 
And light beholders oq their way to love. 
Among hef : many iuitors, a young knight;^ 
^Bove others wounded with the nujefky 
Of her fair piiefcnce, prefleth moft in fight; 
Yet feldom his defcre can fetisfy 
With that; bleA objed;^ or her rarenefs feej^ 
For beauty's guard is watchful jealoufy. 
Oft times, that he might {be his di^refl fair,. 
Upon his totely jennet he in th' way 
Rides by her houie ; who neighs^ as if he vfor^ 
Pfoud to be view'd by bright Conftantiqu 
But his poor mailer, though to {be her movje 
His joy, dares ihew no look betraying love. 

So 
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Soon as the.nionung left her rofy hcd# 
And all hi»iveii'» fiaaller lights were driven away;* 
\ She, by her friends ^ad near acquaintance led. 
Like other maids^ wouhi walk a( break of day; 
; Auvora blnih'd to iee a %ht unknown, 

. Ta behold cheeks more beauteous than h^ own* 

': Th' obrequious lover fioUows fHll her train, 

(And where thef go, that way bis jonmey feigns : 
Should they turn back, he would turn back again ^ 
for with )^ love, 1h» bufineis does renablp 
Nor is it ftrange he fbodd be loth to part 
From bec^ whofe eyes had Me awty his hearts 

Philetos he w^s ffall'd, ^arung bom a i»«c 
Of noUe AttceftoEs ; but gceedy Tine 
And envious Fate had labour'd to deface 
The glory which vk his great fiaok ^ ihine i 
SvttH hiji eft»te> unfitting her degree; 
Bat bHmded Love eouldno fuch diSeren^e fee^ 
Yet he by chance had hit his heart acighi;» 
And dipt his arvow in Conilanda's eye^^ 
Slowing a fire that would deftpoy him^ quite^ 
Unlefs fui^h flames within her huart ibould rift. 
Bat }cet: he fears, becai^e he blinded is. 
Though be have (hot hioirifh^ her he«i$]bi^^Qinifs* 
U«to Love's altar therefiure he repairs^ 
And ofkri up a pleafi^g frcrifice ; 
I&treating Cupid, with inducing prayer^ 
To look upon and eafe his miieries; 
Whete having wept, recovenng bceaib ^gm^ 
Thus to ifld^tttjil Love he ^idjsfkmplgiifii 
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** Oh, mighty Cupid ! whoie unbounded fway 
*' Hath often rul'd th' Olympian thunderer ; 
** Whom all coeleftial deities obey ; 
*' Whom men and gods both reverence and fear ! 

** Oh force Conftantia's heart to yield to love ! 

" Of all thy works the mafter-piece 'twill prove. 

«* And let me not affection vainly fpend, 
** But kindle flames in her like thofe in me ; 
** Yet if that gift my fortune doth tranfcend, 
'< Grant that her charming beauty I may fee ! 
•* For ever view thofe eyes, whofe charming light, 
*< More than the world belides, does pleafe my fight. 

** Thofe who contemn thy facred deity, 

^* Laugh at thy power, make them thine anger know: 

«« 1 faultlefs am ; what honour can it be, 

** Only to wound your flave, and fpare your foe ?" ' 

Here tears and fighs fpeak his imperfed moan. 

In language far more moving than his own. 
Home he retir'd, his foul he brought not home ; 
Juft like a (hip, while every mounting wave 
Tofs'd by enraged Boreas up and down. 
Threatens the mariner with a. gaping grave j 

Such did his cafe, fuch did his date appear, 
' Alike dillra£led between hope and fear. 
Thinking her love he never (hall obtain. 
One morn he haunts the woods, and doth complain 
Of his unhappy fate, but all in vain; 
And thus fond Echo anfwers him ^gain : 

It mo^r'd Aurora, and ihe wept to hear, . 

Dewing the verdant grafs with many a tear. . 
. • : THE 



CONSTANTiA AND PHILETUS. 37 

THE, ECHO, 

L 
"OH! what hath caus'd my killing miferies ?" 
« Eyes," Echo (aid. •* What hath detain'd my eafef" 
** Ease,** ftraight the reafonable nymph replies. 
*< That nothing can my troubled mind appeafe ?'* 
** Peace," Echo anfwers. *« What, is any nigh ?" 
Philetos faid. She quickly utters, « I." 
IL 
* Is 't Echo anfwers ? tell me then thy will:" 
« I WILL," (he faid. «' What (hall I get," fays he, . 
« By loving ftill ?" To which ihe anfwers, "III." 
" 111 ! Shall I void of wilh'd-for pleafures die ?" 
" I." " Shall not I, who toil in ceafelefs pain, 
" Some pleafure know ?" *' No,", ftie replies again. 
III. 
" Falfe and inconilant nymph, thou lyefl !" faid he; . 
** Thou l yest," ihe faid; " And I deferv'd her hate, 
*If I fliould thee believe." " Believe," faith ihe. 
" For why ? thy idle words are of no weight." 
" We I G H T," (he anfwers. "Therefore VU depart," 
To which refounding Echo anfwers, " Part.'* 

THEN from the woods with wounded heart he goes. 
Pilling with legions of freih thoughts his mind. 
He quarrels with himfelf, becaufe his woes 
Spring from himfelf, yet can no medicine find : 
He weeps to quench the fires that burn in him. 
But tears do fall to th' earth, flames are within. 

D 3 ^^ 



No morniQg-banifli'd darknefs, nor black night 
By her alternate cburfe ex^ll'd tfie day> 
In which Philetus by a conflant rite 
At Cupid's altars did not weep and pray; 
And yet he nothing reaped fbr all his pain. 
But care and forrow was Ids only gain, 
iat »6w at 1^ die pitying Xjodi overcome 
By confbint votes and tears^ fix^ in her heart 
A gcMen (haf^> and the is now become 
A fuppliant to Love^ that with like dart 
He 'd wound Philetus ; does with tears irtiplor 
Aid from that power ihc fo thnch fcom'd bef< 
Little ihe thinks (he kept Philetus' heart 
In her fcorch*d breaft/ becaufe her own Ihe g3v< 
To him. Since either fuffers equal fffiart^ 
And a like meafure in dieir torments have : 
Ifis fouli his griefs. Ids fires, now her*s ^e gi 
Her hearty her mind, her love, is his alone. 
Wdlft thoughts 'gsdnft thoughts rife up m muiii 
She took a lute (i>eing far from any ears) 
And tun'd this fong, pofing that harmony 
Which poets attribute to heaverily fpheres. 
Hitts had fhe fung when her dear love was flj 
She'd forely caH'd him back from Styx again 
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THE SONG. 

L 

TO wkom ihall I mgr borrows (how f 

Not to Love^ for he is hUSad: 
And my Philetus doth not know 

The inward torment of my mind* 
And all the (eniele{s walls* which are 
Now round about me, cannot hear; 

IL 
For, if they could» they ^ire wodd weefs 

And with my griefs relent: 
Uhlefs their willing tears they keep> 

Hfi I from earth am fent. 
Then I believe they 11 all deplore 
My fate, fince I taught them before* 

HI. 
J willingly would weep my ftore. 

If th' flood would land thy love. 
My dear Phfletus, on the fhore 

Of my heart; but# (hould'fl thou prove 
Afraid of flames, know the fires are 
But bonfires for thy conung there. 

Then tears in envy of her fpeech did flow 
From her fair eyt$y as if it feem'd that ther6 
Her burning flame had melted hills of h&Wt 
And fo diflfolv'd them into many a tear; 
Whidi, NiluB-like, £d qmddy ONFttAfim^ 
Andqakkly caas'd jiev/ feppei^ gcvrfs x»^5e«w* 

D 4 ^^^' 
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Here &zy, my Mofe; for if I ihould redte 
Her mournful language, I ihould make yon weep 
Like her, a flood, and fo not fee to write 
Such lines as I, and th' age requires, to keep 
Me from flem death, or with vidorious riiyme 
Revenge their matter's death, and conquer Time 

By this time, chance and his own induffay 
Had help'd Philetus forward, that he grew 
Acquainted widi her brother, fo that he 
Might, by this means, his bright Conftantia view; 
And, as time ferv'd, fhew'd her his mifery : 
This was the firft adl in hi» tragedy. 

Thus to himfelf, footh'd by his flattering flate. 
He faid; " How fliall I thank thee for this gain, 
'* O Cupid I or reward my helping fate, 
** Which fweetens all my fornws, all my pain ? 
** What hufbandman would any pains refufe, 
<* To reap at laft fuch fruit, his labour's ufe ?'* 
But, when he wifely weigh'd his doubtful flate. 
Seeing his griefs Ihik'd like an endlcfs chain 
To following woes, he would when *twas too late 
Quench his hot flames, and idle love cUfdain. 
But Cupid, when his heart was fet on fire. 
Had burnt his wings, who could not then retire. 
The wounded youth and kind Philocrates 
(So was her brother call'd) grew foon fo dear. 
So true and conflant in their amities. 
And in that league fo ftriftly jomed were. 

That death itfelf could not tkcvx ^nati^fta^ CtN^t, 
£^t, as they liv'd ia love, xhev ^t^ xa%^^^^- 
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If one be melancholy, th' other 's fad; 
If one be fick, the other's furely ill; 
ibd if Philetus any forrow had» 
Pliilocrates was partner in it ftill : 

Pylades' {ovU, and mad Oreftes% was 

In thefe, if we believe Pythagoras. 

Oft in the woods Philetus walks, and there 
Exclaims againft his fate, fate too unkind : 
With fpeaking tears his griefs he doth declare. 
And with fad iighs inflrudts the angry wind 

To figh; and did ev*n upon that prevail; 

It groan'd to hear Philetus' mournful tale. 

The cryftal brooks, which gently run between 
The ftiadowing trees, and, as they through them pafs. 
Water the earth, and keep the meadows green. 
Giving a colour to the verdant grafs. 
Hearing Philetus tell his woeful ftate. 
In fhew of grief run murmuring at his fate. 
Philomel anfwers him agam, and ftiews. 
In her bell language, her fad hidory. 
And in a mournful fweetnefs tells her woes. 
Denying to be pos'd in mifery : 
Conftantia he, (he Tereus, Tereus, cries ; 
With him both grief, and grief's expreffion, vies. 
Philocrates muft needs his fadnefs know. 
Willing in ills, as well as joys, to fhare. 
Nor will on them the name of friends beftow. 
Who in light fport, not forrow, partners are. 
Who leaves to guide the fhip wtveiv &oims ^<t> 
Is guilty both of fin and cowardice. 
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Bat when his noble fiioid poceiy'd that be 
Yielded to tyrant pofion more and oiorc^ 
Defirons to partake his malady. 
He watches him> in hope to core his fcre 
By cotinfel, aad recall the ptafoaoos dart^ 
When it, alas I was fceed in his Jicart. 

When in the woods^ ^bces beft fit for caat^ 

He to himfelf ^ hi» paft gricsfs redt^ 
Th* obfiKpaaos fiiead ftrak follows him, and ^ti« 
Doth hide Ifflnfelf from ikd Plaletiis' %hts 
Who thas erdaiaM (for a fwt^ heart would hut 
If it for vent of forrow sught not ^leak) : 

'' Oh I I am loft> not in this defart wt)od» 
«« But in Lovc*s pathltis htbyrinth ; there I 
'' My health, each joy and p1eafm*e comited goodj 
** Have loft, and, which is more, my liberty; 
'' And now am forc'd to let him facri£ce 
** My hearty for rafh believing of my cycs^ 
*' Long have I ftaid, but yet have no rcKef ; 
** Long have I lov'd, yet have no fovour fhown ; 
«* Becaufe fhe knows not of my killing grief, 
<' And I have fearM to make my forrows known. 
" For why, alas ! if (he fhotdd once bot dart 
^ DiMainfo! looks, 'twoidd break my captiv*d hca 
« But how fhodd flie, ere I impart my love, 
" Reward my ardent ffeme with like defire f 
«* But when I fpeak, if ihc fhonld angry prove, 
« Laugh act my flow^g tears> and fcom my fire) 
** Why, he who hath atL fortcpws\jottie\wfotii» 
^ A'eedeth not fcaorto be tipl^tt^ wAi mcnter 
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Philocrates loD kmger taa ibrbear. 
Runs to his ixieiid, and fighing^ «* Oh !'' Udd he, 
" My dear Pldkcas ! be diyfelf> atrd fwear 
« To nde thxt pafioQ wkkh tio«r mafters \^et^ 
*' And all thy retSan; twt, if it c«i*t be, 
*' Give to diy lot^ but «yc6> that it may fee.'' 

Amaaemenc ibike< him damb^ what fiiafl be 4o f 
Should he reveal h» k)ive> he iburs 'twould prov« 
A hindrance; and> ftoald he deny to (bow> 
It might perhaps his dear friend^s anger movae : 
Thefe donbts* like Scylki ami Cbarybdii, Ibad, 
Wfailft Cupids a bliifxl piiot* dodi comnaiid. 

At laft refolvM: ^ How ihaH I feek," iaid he, 
** T* excufe myfelf, dcaa-eft Philocrates ! 
« That I frwn thee have hid this fecrecy ? 
** Yet cenfiire not ; |^ve me firft leave to eafe (known 
*' My Goie witli words : my gr^f yoo iboaid have 
«' Ere i^8» if that my heart had been my own. 
'' I am all love; my heart was bnmt wkh IBre 
" From two bright fans, which do all light difclofe; 
" Pirft Idndling in my breaft the flame Deiire : 
" But> like the rare Arabian bird> there rofe 
*' From my heart's afhes never-quenched Love, 
" Which now this toraient in my {tanA doth move. 
*' Oh ! let iKrt then my paffion caofe your hatse, 
" Nor let my choice offend yoo, or detain 
" Your ancient friendship ; *tis, i^as ! too late 
« To call my iirm aflFe^ion back again : 
*' No phyfick can re*care my Nvca\ceiv*A ^«2tv 
" The woumd is grown too greflkt,xoo i^c^t^^^^r" 



44 COW L E Y'S POEM S. 

** But counfel," faid his fiiend, ** a remedy 
«* Which never fails the patient, may at leaft, 
^ If not quite heal your mind's infirmity, 
<' Aflnage your torment, and procure fome reft. . 
** But there is no phyfidan can apply 
** A medicine ere he know the malady/' 

«* Then hear me," faid Philetus ; « but why ? Stay, 
'* I will not Xxxl thee with my hiflory; 
** For to remember forrows paft away, 
** Is to renew an old calamity. 
** He who acquainteth others with his moan, 
** Adds to his bend's grief, but not cures his cnvn.*' 
" But,*' faid PUlocrates, « 'tis beft, in woe, 
•* To have a faithful partner of their care ; 
" That burthen may be undergone by two, 
** Which is perhaps too great for one to bear. 
'* I fhould miilruft your love, to hide from me 
" Your thoughts, and tax you of inconftancy." 
What fhall he do ? or with what language frame 
Excufe ? He muft refolve not to deny. 
But open his clofe thoughts and inward flame : 
With that, as prologue to his tragedy. 

He figh'd, as if they 'd cool his torments' ire. 
When they, alas I did blow the raging fire, 
" When years firft ftyl'd me twenty, I began 
** To fport with catching fnar^s that Love had fet : 
" Like birds that flutter round the gin, till ta'en, 
" Or the poor fly caught in Arachne's net, 
'^ Even fo I fported VAtYiYier.V>c2cavj'%Vv^\.» 
•' Till I at laft grew WkiA vnxh xoo mvxOti i\^v 
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•* Firft it came ftealing on me, whilft I thought 

" Twas eafy to repel it; but as fire, 

" Though but a fpark, fooa into flames is brought;, 

** So imne grew great, and quickly mounted higher; 
*< Which fo have icorch'd my love-ftruck fouU that I 
" Still live in torment, yet each minute die." 

" Who is it,'* faid Philocrates, " can move 

" With charming eyes fuch deep alFeAion ? 

" I may perhaps aflift you in your love ; 

" Two can eiFeft more than yourfelf alone. 
'« My coanfel this thy error may reclaim, 
« Or my fait tears quench thy deftrudive flame." 

' Nay," faid Philetus, ** oft my eyes do flow 

' Like Nilus when it fcorns th' oppofed ftiore; 

' Yet all the watery plenty I befto>y, 
is to my flame an oil that feeds it more. 
« So fame reports 0' th* Dodonean fpring, 
** That lightens all thofe which are put therein. 

But, being you deflre to know her, flie 

Is call'd" (with that his eyes let fall a fliower, 

Ls if they fain would drown the memory 

)f his Hfe-keeper's name) " Conftantia — " More 
Grief would not let him utter; tears, the beft 
Exprcflers of true (brrow, fpoke the reft. 

'0 which his noble friend did thus r|ply : 
And was. this all? Whatever your grief would eafe. 
Though a far greater uflc, believe 't, for thee 
It ftiould bfi foon done by Philocrates : 
« Think all you wiih performed; hut fee, tive da.^> 

"^ Tir'd with its iea^ is haftixvg novj aw^>f V^ 
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Home fit)m die filcat woods night bids dhem go: 

But fad Philetus can ii» com&n ind; 

What in the day he feirs of lature w«e« 

At mght in drcaauif Hke tnid^ aiRights hb wad* 
Why doft thou vex hixR^Lovo? CMtd'ftthMlNitfeei 
Thoi» weuld'ft thyi^ Fhiktitt' n¥al be. 

Philocrates, i»tying his delefiil noaaw 
And wounded with the forrows of hi« fnsnA, 
firings him to £ur Conftantia; where alone 
He might impart his love» and either end 

His fruidefs hopes^ nipt hy her c^ fifikki*. 

Or, by her liking* his wiflit joys attain. 

** Faireft,** faid he, <* whom die bright heavens de corcr, 
*« Do not thcfe tears, thefe fpeaking tears^ de^»fe \ 
** Thefe heaving fighs of a fubmiffive lover, 
« Thus ftruck to th* earth by your all-dazzling eyes ! 
*' And do not you contemn that ardent flames 
** Which from yourfelfi your own fair beauty, came 1 
*' Truft me, I long have hid my love^; hut now 
^' Am fbre'd to fhow 't, fuch is my inward fmart! 
*' And you akme, fair Saint ! the means do kBOW» 
*' To heal die wound of my eonfuming heart. 
'• Then, fince it only in your power doth Uo 
« To kiH or fave. Oh ! help, or eKe I die.?* 
His gendy cmeljoye did thus reply^ 
^ I for your pain am grieved, and would de^ 
** Without impeachment of my chaffity 
<* And honour, any thing might ple^ure yon, 
• ^ But, if beyond thofe t\HiiU yqnil ^tinasd^ 
'' I iJiufl not anfwct, Sw, not \wA«&a«4:^ 
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^ Believe me^ nrtgpus oiuim I my defure 
'' Is chafte and pioiM as diy virgii thoitglit; 
*' No BMJk ofUA, 'tis no di&eiieft firc» 
*' Whid £oes ^ iboa t« it was qiuddx hrauglit ; 

" But 4s thy beauty pure; wliich let not be 

" EdipTed i^ 4]£lam a»d cxodty 1^' 
«0h! how fhaH I reply ?"0i«ciyd*« thou 'ftwon 

* My foul, aad therefore take thy vidory : 

" Thy eyes 4fid fpceche$ have my heart o'ercomc, 

* And if I fhoidd deny thee love, then I 

*' ShiwU be a tyrastt to myfdf: that- fire 
. ^ Which i^ kept diole bums widi the greateft ire. 

** Yet do not count my yielding li^uxwfs, now; 
^ Impute k nther to my ardent love ; 
^ Thy ]^afin; carriage won me long ago^ 
^ And pleading beauty did my liking move ; [might 
. ^ Thy eyes, which dnw like loadftonea with their 
^* The haideft hearts* won mine to leave me quite.'* 
« Oh ! I am rapt above the reach," faid he, 
** Of thought; my foul already feels the blifs [thee 
<' Of heaven : when. Sweet, my thoughts once tax but 
« With any crime, may I lofe all happinefs 
^ Is wifh'd for : both your favour here, and dead, 
<* May the juft gods pour vengeance on my head 1" 
Whilft he was fpeaking this (behold their fate !) 
Conftantia's father entered in the room. 
When glad Philetus. ignorant of his Hate, 
KilFes her dkeeks« more red than fetung fuiu 
Or elfc the morn, bluQung througb clQ\id:& QC'vc^.t&Tv 
To fee afcending Sol congratviUxe Vtx, 
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Juft as the guilty prifoner fearful flands, 
Reading kis fatal Theta in the brows 
Of him who both his life and death commands. 
Ere from his mouth he the fad fentence knows : 
Such was his ftate to fee her father come. 
Nor wiih*d-for, nor expedted, in the room. 

Th' enrag'd old man bids him no more to dare 
Such bold intrufion in that houfe, nor be 
At any time with his lov'd daughter there. 
Till he had given him fuch authority : 

But to depart, fince fhe her love did fhew him. 
Was living death, with lingering torments to him. 

This being known to kind Philocrates, 
He chears his friend, bidding him banifti fear. 
And by fome letter his griev'd mind appeafe. 
And fhew her that which to her friendly ear 
Time gave ho leave to tell : and thus his quill 
Declares to her the abfent lover's will. 



THE LETTER. 



Philetus toConstantia. 

I TRUST, dear foul, my abfence cannot move 
You to forget or doubt my ardent love ; 
For, were there any means to fee you, I 
Would run through death, and all the mifery 
Fate could inflid ; that fo t\ve v/oM mi^X iv^% 
^ In life and death I lov*d Cotiftaxittt.. 
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Then let not, deareft Sweet» oar abfence part 
Our loves, but each breaft keep the other's hearts 
Give wacmth to one anothei;* till there rife 
From all our labours and our indufbies 
The long-expedled fruits : have patience. Sweet, 
There 's no man whom the fummer pleafures ^reet 
Before he ufte the winter; aoae can fay. 
Ere Aight was gone, he faw the riiing day* 
So, when we once have wafted forrow's night. 
The fun of comfort then fhall give us light. 

PHILBTUS. 

This, when Conftanda read, fhe thought her ftate 

Moftliappy, by Philetus* conftancy 

And perfed love : fhe thanks her flattering fate;, 

Xifles the paper, till with Idifing fhe 

The welcome characters doth dull and flain : 
Then thus with ink and tears writes back again. 

CONSTANTlA TO PfllLlTUS. 

YOU'K abfence. Sir, though it be long, yet I 
iNeither forget nor doubt your conftancy. 
Nor need you fear that I fhonld yidd unto 
Another^ what to your true love is due. 
My heart is yours ; it is not in my claim. 
Nor have I power to take it back again. 
There *$ nought but death can part our fouls ; no time. 
Or angry friends, fhall make my love decline : 

But for the harveft of our hopes I'll ftay, 

Unlefs death cut it, ere 'tis ripe, awav« 

. Vol. VIL £ ^^^ 
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Qk ! how tUs kttor feem'd to rale hks pnde ! 
Pronfarwasheof ihb than Phaetoo, 
When he did PhoebiB' Bsaamg dunriot gnidc^ 
Unknowing of the dai^er was to ctxme : 

Prcmder dun Jafen, when firom Cokhos he 

Rrtnmcd wkh the fleece's Tidory. 
But ere die antnnny which wr Ceres ciowa'd. 
Had paid the iweatiBg fdowman's greedieft prayer. 
And by die fidl difrob'd the gandy ground 
Of an diofe ornaments k ns'd to wear; 

Them land PhUocrates t' each other broughta 

Where they this means t' enjoy their freed(»n wrought. 

•• Sweet feir-onc," faid Philetns, <• fince the time 
^ Favours our wilh, and does afford us leave 
•• T* enjoy our loves ; oh, let us not refign 
<* Thb long'd-fbr favour, nor ourfelves bereave 
•* Of what we wifh'd for. Opportunity, 
** That may too (bon the wings of love out-fly ! 
^ For when your father, as his cuftom is, 
*' For pleafure doth piufue the timorpus hare, 
«' If you il refort but thither, I'll not mifs 
** To he in thofe woods ready for you, where 
** We may depart in fafety, and no more 
<< With dreams of pleafure only, heal our ibre**' 
To this the happy lovers foon agree ; 
But, ere they psut» Philetus begs to hear* 
From her inchanting voice*s melody. 
One fong to iatisfy his kftiging ear : 

She yields ; and, finging. added to defire, . 
Tiur Jitedug y^udi increas'd hisiunorous ^. 



CONSTANTIA AND PHILETUS, jr 

THE SONG. 

I. 

T I M E ! fly with greater fpeed away. 
Add feathers to thy wings. 
Till thy haftc in flying brings 
That wiiht-for, and expected day. 

IL 
Comfort*s fun we then (hall fee. 
Though at firft it darkened he 
With dangers ; yet, thofe clouds but gone, 
X)ur day will put his luftre on. 

Ill- 
Then, though death's fad night appear. 
And we in lonely filence reft; 
Our raviih'd fouls no more fliall fear, 
£ut with lalting day be bleft 

IV. 
And then ne friends can part us moje, 
Nor no new death extend its power ; 
Thus there *» nothing can diflfev^r 
Hearts which love kath join'd together. 

i^£ AR of being ieen, Philetus homeward, drove, 

But ere they part ihe wiUingly doth give 

(As faithful pledges of her conftant bve) 

Many a foft kifs ; then they each other leave. 
Rapt up with fecret joy that they have found 
A way to heal the torment of their wound. 

E z ^^> 
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But, ere the fan through many days had ran> 
Conilantia's charming beauty had o'ercome 
Guifardo's hearty and fcorn'd alFedtion won; 
Her eyes foon conquered all they fhone upon^ 
Shot through his wounded heart fuch hot defire^ 
As nothing but her love could quench the fire. 
In roofs which gold and Parian ftone adorn 
(Proud as the owner's mind) he did abound; 
In fields fo fertile for their yearly corn. 
As might contend with fcorch'd Calabria's ground; 
fiut in his foul, that fkould contain the ftore 
Of fureft riches, he was bafe and poor. 
Him was Conftantia urg'd continually. 
By' her friends, to love : fometimes they did intrcat 
With gentle fpeeches and mild courtefy ; 
Which when they fee defpis'd by her, they threat* 
But love too deep was feated in her heart. 
To be worn-out by thought of any fmaxt. 

Soon did her father to the woods repair. 
To kek for fport, and hunt the darted game ^ 
Guifardo an4 Ph^ocrates were there. 
With many friends too tedious here to name : 
With them Conftayitia went, but not to find 
The bear or wolf, but Love all mild and kind# 
Being enter'd in the pathlefs woods, while they 
Purfue their game, Philetus, who was late 
Hid in a thicket, carries ftraight away 
His love, and haftens his own hafty fate ; 
That came too footv upoa \sam-> axAW C\wi 
Was quite eclipsed before it ivsMi^f ^^^ 
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Conilanda mifs'd, the hunters in amaze 
Take each a feveral courfe, and by curft fite 
Guifardo runs, with a love-carried pace, 
Tow'rds them> who little knew their woefbl ftate ; 

Philetus, like bold Icarus, foaring high 

To honours, found the depth of miferjr. 
For when Guifardo fees his rival there. 
Swelling with envious rage, he comes behind 
Philetus, who fuch fortune did not fear. 
And with his fword a way to 's heart does find. 

But, ere his (jririts were pofleft of death. 

In thefe few words he fpent his latefl breath ; 
*' O fee, Conflantia ! my fhort race is run 1 
** Sec how my blood the thirfty ground doth dye ; 
*^ But live thou happier than thy love hath done, 
** And when I 'm dead, think fometime upon me ! 

«' More my fhort time permits me not to tell, 

" For now death feizeth me ; my dear, farewell !*' 
As foon as he had (poke thefe words, life fled 
From his pierc'd body, whilft Conflantia, ftie 
Kifles his cheeks, that lofe their lively red. 
And beconie pale and wan ; and now each eye, 

Which yrzs fo bright, is like, when life was done, 

A ftar that 's fall'n, or an eclipfed fun, 

Thither Philocrates was driven by fate. 
And faw his friend lie bleedmg on the earth ; 
Near bis pale corpfe his weeping After fate, • 
Her ^yes fhed tears, her heart to fighs gave btrth« 
Philocrates, when he faw this, did cr^* 
^Friendjt I 'U revenge, or bear tYiec c«iTK5^5c^^ 

E 3 ^^V"^ 
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*' Juft Jove hath fent me to wcngc kk fate ; 
«^ Nay^ ik}^ Gui&rde^ dink not Heaven in jeft^ 
<< 'Tis v^ to hq>e flight can fecore thy ftate." 
Then throft his fword into the villain's breaft. 
« Here/' {aid Philoorates, « th.y life I fend 
** A facrifice> t* ^peafe my fUmghter'd friend*' 
But, as he fell, *' Take this reward," (aid he,. 
«' For thy new vidlory." With that he flung 
His darted rapier at his enemy» 
Which hit his head/ and in his brain-pan hung. 
With that he falls^ but, lifting up his eyes^ 
« Farewelli Conflantia !" that word &id> he ^* 
What fhall ftie do ? She to her brother runs, 
His cold and lifelefs body does embrace ; 
She calls to him that cannot hear her moans. 
And with her kifles warms his clammy face. 
" My dear Philocrates I" flie, weeping, cries^ 
'« Speak to thy filler I*' but no Voice replies. 
Then running to her Love, with many a tear. 
Thus her mind's fervent paflion fhe expreft; 
" O flay, bleft fouli flay but a little here, 
" And take me with you to a lading reft. 
" Then to Elyfium's manfions both fliall fly, 
•• Be nlarried there, and ne\"cr more to die." 

But, feeing them both dead, (he cry'd, " Ah me 1 
•• Ah, my Philetus I for thy fake vwll I 
" Make up a full and perfedl tragedy : 
•• Since 'twas for me, dear Love, that thou didft die 
" rtt ioilaw thee, and not xky Ms ^<&^ViT^\ 
*' Thefe cycsj that faw tiiec W^T d, ftiiffli fct xia \s 
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''It ihall not fure be faid that thou didft die, 
" And thy Conftantia lite vyhen thou waft fltin: ' 
** No, no, dear foul ! I will not ftay from thee ; 
** That will refleft upon my Valued fame." 

Then piercing her fad breaft, '* 1 come IV ihc cries. 
And death for ever clos'd her weeping eyes. 
Her foul being fled to its eternal reft. 
Her father comes, and, feeing this, he falls 
To th* earth, with grief too great to be cxpreft: 
Whofe doleful words my tir'd Mufe me calls 
T' o'erpafs ; which I moft gladly do, for fear 
That I fhould toil too mudi the reader's ear. 



tis^^ 
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OF 
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TO TttE KIGHT WORSHIPFUL, 
MT V11.T LOTIKG MASTER 

Mr. LAMBERT OSBOLSTO^ 
Chkf Sdxwl-aBfter of Wdbninftcr School. 

SIR, 

MY cluldiih Mufe is in her fpring> and yet 
Can only ihew feme budding of her wit. 
One frown upon her work* leam'd Sir^ from yoo. 
Like fome mikinder fionn (hot firom yow brow» 
Would torn her ipnng to withering autumn's timcjt 
And make her blofibms perifh ere their prime. 
But if you ihulet if in your gracious eye 
She an aufpcious alpha can dtfay. 
How foon wiQ they grow fruit ! how frefli appear ! 
That had fuch beams their in^cy to chear ! 
Which bcmg fprung to ripenefs, exped then 
The earliefl offering of her grateful pen. 

Your mofl dutiful Scholar^ 
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YRAMUS AND THISBE. 

THEN Babylon's high walls ercded were 
r By m^hty Ninus' wife, two houfes join'd. 

Thifbe liv'd in, P3rramiis the fair 
\k' other: earth ne'er boafted fuch a pair ! 
he very fenfeleis walls themfelves comlnn'd, 
nd grew in one, joft Hke their mailer's mind. 

he all other women did excel. 
Queen of Love lefs lovely was than ihe : 
Pyramas more fweet than tongue can tell; 

ire grew proud in framing them fo well. 

at Venus, envying they fo fair fhould be. 

Ids her (on Cupid ihew his cruelty. 

all-fubdiung God his bow doth bend, 
ts and prepares his moft remorfelefs dart, 
ch he unfeen unto their hearts did fend, 
ib was Love the caufe of Beauty's end. 
It could he fee, he had not wrought their (mart; 
or pity fure would have o'ercome his heart. 

t as a bird, which in a net is ta'en, 
bnggling more entangles in the gin; 
dey, who in Love's labyrinth remain, 
I ftriving never can a freedom gain, 
he way to enter 's broad ; but, being in» 
? art, no labour^ can an c^t wxu 



'^tV^'c. 
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Thefe lovers, though their parents did reprove 
Their fires, and watch'd their deeds with jealoufy; 
Though in thefe ftorms no comfort could remove 
The various doubts and fears that cool hot love; 
Though he nor her's, nor fhe his face could fee. 
Yet this could not aboliih Love's decree; 
For age had crack'd the wall which did them part; 
This the unanimate coujde (bon did {py. 
And here their inward forrows did ixnpart; 
Unlading the fad burthen of their heart. 
Though Love be bHnd, this (hews he can defer/ 
A way to leflen his own mifery. 
Oft to the friendly cranny they refort. 
And feed themfelves with the celeftial air 
Of odoriferous breath ; no other fport 
They coujd enjoy ; yet think the time but ihor^ 
And wifti that it ag^ renewed were. 
To fuck each other's breath for ever there. 
Sometimes they did exclaim agamft their fate. 
And fometimes they accus'd imperial Jove ; 
Sometimes repent their flames : but all too late ; 
The arrow could not be recalled : their ftate 
Was iirft ordain'd by Jupiter above. 
And Cupid had appointed they fhould love. 

They curd the wall that did their kifles part. 
And to the Hones their mournful words they fent* 
As if they faw the forrow of their heart. 
And by their tears could underftand their fmart : 
But it was hard, and knew not vAvax i^rr.^ TQkS.<aa;&k 
Nor with their fighs, alas\ v^oxAd \\ i^Vwjx, 
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This in elFea they Xaid; *' Ctirs'd wall I O why 
" Wit thou our bodies fever, whofe true love 
*' Breaks thor^gh all thy &>ty cruelty ! 
" For both our fouls fo deiely joined Ue» 

" That nought but angry death can them removie ; 

« And though he part dkem, yet they '11 meet above. ' ' 
Abortive tears fiiom thejr £ur eyes out-lk)w'4» 
And damia'd the lovdy fpleador of their fighty 
Which feem'd like Tiftan, whilft fome watery cloud 
O'erfpreads his face, and his bright beasis dodi ihroud; 

Till Ye£per chas'd away the conquer'd Kght, 

And forceth them (though loth) to bid good-knight, 
But ere Aurora, ulher to the day. 
Began with welcome lufbe to appear. 
The lovers rife, and at tiiat cranny they 
Thus to each other their thoughts open lay. 

With many a iigh and many a fpeaking tear ; 

Whofe grief the pitying nioming blufiit to hear. 
" Dear Love !** {aid Pyramus, ** how long ihall we, 
** Like fdbrcft flowers not gather'd in their {Hime> 
'• Wafte precious youth, and let advantage flee, 
** Till we bewail (at laft) our cruelty 

" Upon ourfelves ? for beauty, though it ftiinc 

*' Like day, will quickly find an evening-time. 

" Therefore, fweet Thifbe, let us meet this night 
" At Ninus' tomb, without the city wall, 
« Under the mulberry-tree, with berries white 
*' Abounding, there t' enjoy our wifh'd delight. 
" For mounting love, ftopt in its coxirfc, diO^ i^> 
^' And long'd'for, yet untafted, yrj VaXVs «Si.- 
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** What thoogh our and parents angry be ? 

** What though oar friends, alas ! are too unkind ? 

** Time, that now ofiers» quickly may deny, 

<* And foon hdd back fit opportunity. 

« Who lets flip Fortune, her fliall never find; 
<* Occafion, once pafs'd by, is bald behind.'* 

She foon agreed to that which he requir'd. 

For litde wooing needs, where both confent ; 

What he fo kmg had pleaded, flie defir'd : 

Which Venus feeing, with blind Chance confpir'd. 
And many a charmii^ accent to her fent. 
That (he (at laft) would fruftrate their intent. 

Thus Beauty is by Beauty's means undone. 

Striving to dofe thofe eyes that make her bright; 

Jufl like the moon, which feeks t' edipfe the fun. 

Whence all her iplendor, all her beams, do come : 
So fhe, who fetcheth lufhr fh)m their fight. 
Doth purpofe to deftroy their glorious light. 

Unto the mulberry-tree fair Thiibe came ; 

Where having refted long, at laft fhe 'gaa 

Againft her Pyramus for to exdaim, 

WhilH various thoughts turmoil her troubled brain : 
And, imitating thus the filver fwan, 
A little while before her death, flic fang ; 
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THE SONG. 

I. 
COME, Love ! why ftayeft thou ? the night 
Will vanifh ere we tafte delight : 
The moon obfcures herfelf from fight, 
Thott abfent, whofe eyes give her light. 

II. 
Come qiuckly, dear ! be brief as tune. 
Or we by mom fhall be o'erta'en ; 
Love's joy's thine own as well as mine; 
Spend not therefore the time in vain. 

HERE doubtful thoughts broke off her pleafant fong. 
And for her lover's ftay fcnt many a figh ; 
Her Pyramus, fhe jthought, did tarry long. 
And that his abfence did her too much wrong. 
Then, betwixt longmg hope and jealonfy. 
She fears, yet 's loth to tax, his loyalty. 

Sometimes fhe thinks that he hadi her fbrfaken; 

Sometimes, that danger hath befallen him : 

She fears that he another Love hath taken ; 

Which, being but imagin'd, foon doth waken 
Numberlefs thoughts, which on her heart cUd fling 
Fears, that her future fate too truly fing. 
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WHILE fhc thus muiing fate, ran from the wood 
An angry lion to the cryftal fprings. 
Near to that place ; who coming from his food. 
His chaps were all befmear'd with crimfon blood : 
Swifter than thought, fweet Thkbe ftrait begins 
To fly from him; fear gave her fwallows' wings* 
As (he avoids the lion, her de£re 
Bids her taftay, left Pyramus fhould come* 
And be devour'd by the ftem lion's ire. 
So fhe for ever bum in unqoench'd fire : 
But fear expels all icdkms; fhe doth run 
Xnto a darldbme cave, ne'er feen by fun- 
With hafle ihe let her loofer mantle iall: 
Which, when th' enraged lion did efpy. 
With bloody teeth he tore in pieces fmall ; 
Wliik Thiibe ran, and look'd not back at all; 
For, could the fenfelefs beaft her face defcry. 
It had not done her fuch an injury. 

The night half wafted, Pyramus d^d coi^e; 
Who, feeing printed in the yielding fand 
The lion's paw, and by the fountam fome 
Of Thifbe's garment, forrow ftruck him dumb : 
Juft like a marble ftatue did he fland« 
Cut by fome Ikilful graver's artful hand. 

Recovering breath, at Fate he did, exclaim* 
Washing with tears the torn and bloody weed : 
« I may," faid he, " myfelf for her death Wame; 
" Therefore my blood Ihall wafh away that fhame : 
'' Since (he is dead, wViofe beauty ^oxJa. ^^^^^\ 
-^ AU that frail man caw eixhet Veat w t^ae^:^ 
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This fpoke^ he drew his fatal fwordy and faid, 
" Receive my crimfon blood, as a dne debt 
** Unto thy conftant love, to which 'tb paid : 
" I Ifa-ait will meet thee in the pkafant fhade 
<* Of cool Elyfium; whejK we, being met, 
« Shall ufle thofe joys that here we could not get.'* 
Then through his breaft thrulHng his fword, life hies 
From him, and he makes halle to feek his Fair: 
And as upon the coloured ground he lies. 
His Mood had dropt upon the mulberries ; 
Widi which th* unfpotted berries ftained were. 
And ever fince with red they colour'd arc. 
At laft fair Thiibe left the den, for fear 
Of difappointing Pyramus, fince fhe 
Was bound by promife for to meet him Acre: 
But when fhe faw the berries changed were 
From white to black, fhe knew not cert^nly 
It was the place where they agreed to be. 

With what delight from the dark cave fhe came. 
Thinking to tell how fhe efcap'd the beafl ! "" 
But, when fhe faw her Pyramus lie flain. 
Ah! how perplex'd did her fad foul remain ! 

She tears her golden hair, and beats her breaft. 

And every fign of raging grief exprefi 
She blames all-powerful Jove ; and flrives to take 
His bleeding body from the moiften'd ground. 
She kiffes his pale face, till fhe doth make 
It red with kilfing, and then fecks to wake 

Hb parting foal with inoamfu\ wor4s', \^s 'woosA. 
Wa/hes mtb tears, that her fweet fpetcix tOBSaxwA- 
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But afterjvards, recovering breath, faid (he, 
'' Alas ! what chance hath parted thee and I ? 
" O tell what evil hath befaU'n to thee, 
** That of thy death I may a partner be : 

" Tell Thifbc what hatkcaus'd this tragedy !" 
He, hearmg Thifbe's name, lifts up his eye ; 
And on his Love he rais'd his dying head : 
Where, driving long for breath, at laft, faid he, 
« O Thilbe, I am hafting to the dead, 
'' And cannot heal that wound my fear hath bred : 
'* Farewell, fweet Thifbe ! we muft parted be, 
*' For angry Death will force me foon from thee.** 
Life did from him, he from his miftrefs, part. 
Leaving his Love to languiih here in woe. 
What fhall Ihe do ? How ftiall Ihe eafe her heart? 
Or with what language fpeak her inward fmart ? 
Ufurping PaiTion Reafon doth o'erflow. 
She vows that with her Pyramus ihe *11 go : 

Then takes the fword wherewith her Love was flain, 
With Pyramus's crimfon blood warm iHll ; 
And faid, " Oh ftay, bleft foul, awhile refrain, 
** That we n:\ay go together, and remain 
*' In endlefs joys, and never fear the ill 
" Of grudging friends I "—Then (he herfelf did kill. 

To tell what grief their parents did fuftain. 
Were more than my rude quill can overcome ; 
Much did they weep and grieve, but all in vain. 
For weeping calls not back the dead again. 
Both in one grave were \2ad, v/Yv^tl^3k£^ vi^s done; 
And thck few words were v^nx u^ux^^ \sot^\ 
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EPITAPH, 



UNDERNEATH this marble ftonc^ 
Ue two beauties join'd in one* 



II. 

Two, whoTe loves death could not fever; 
Far both liv'd, both dy'i together. 

III. 

TwOy whofe (buls, being too divine 
For earth, in their own fphere now (hine. 

IV. 

Who have left their loves to fame, 
^d their eiirth to earth again. 



Vol. VII, p %X VN K\ 



8 Y *L V A: 



OK, 



DIVERS COPIES OF VERSES, 

MADE VPON SUNDRY OCCASIONS. 



F 2 



[ ^9 ] 



DE FELICI PARTU REGIN^ MARIiE^. 

T^UM more andquo jejuma fefta coluntur, 
•**^ Et populum pafcit religioia fames, 
Qainta beat nofbram foboles formofa Mariam; 

Pere iterum nobis, laete December^ ades. 
Ite, quibus lufum .Bacchufque Cerefque miniftrant, 

Et rifum idtis lacryma rubra movet. 

* From the << 2YN^AIA, fire Mufarum Cantabriglenfium Con* 
'*^ centus et Congratulatio, ad fereniflimum firitanniarum Regem 
" Carolum, de quinta fua fobole [Princefs Anne], clariflima Prin«« 
" cipe, fibi nuper feliciffim^nata. Cantabrigue» i^37«** I doubt 
not bat it will proYe a pleafing amufement to the curious reader, 
to trace the firft dawningt of genius in fome of our firft-rate po» 
ttic chara^ers; and to compare them with the eminence they af- 
terwards attained to, and the rank they at laft held among their 
brethren of the laurel. Some early fpecimens of Dryden*s gtnius 
may be feen in the iirft volume of his poems. Thofe of Cowley, 
here printed, abound with ftrokes of wit, fome true, but the far 
greater part falfe ; which thoroughly chara&erife the writer, and 
may be juftly pronounced to point out his genius and manner, in 
miniature. K.— This fpecies of entertainment the kind attention 
of Mr. Kynafton (the friend to whom I owe thefe remarks) 
enables me con£derably to extend, by furniihing the earlieft poeti* 
cal productions of fome writers who are now univerfally looked up 
to as excellent} none of which are to be found in any edition of 
thdr refpedive works. In fuch juvenile performances, it is well 
obferved by an admirable critic, ** the abfurd conceits and extra- 
« vagant fancies are the true feeds and germs, which afterwards 
** ripen, by proper culture, into the moft luxuriant harvefts." Se« 
Annual Regifler, 1779, P* ^^^* J* ^* 
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Nos fine Ixtidae ftrepitu, fine murmure lasU: 

Ipfa (Hes Bovit vix &bi verba cUii. 
Cum corda arcana faltant feftiva chorea. 

Cur pede yd tdliw trita fircqortite fcftct? 
Quidve bibat Regl, quam peti^ UctbsLr fitluteth ? 

Sint ihea pro tanto ibbtta trcta ^irO* 
Crede mihr> mm funt, ilon finft ea gaadza ytni> 

Qux fittot pompl gau(fiac inera fba. 
Vi c I s T I tandem^ vitilfii cafta Mtahi ; 

Cedit de iexu Carolus ipfe fuo. 
A te £c vine! magnos qpha ^ude^t ilfe ! 

Vix hoftes tahti vel fiiperafle fuit. 
j^m tua plus vivit pidura; at proxima £et 

Regis* et in methodo te peperifie juvat. 
O bona conjugii concors difeordia veAri ! 

O fanda haec inter jurgia vetus amor I 
Non CaroE puro refpirans vultus in axiro 

Tarn populo (et hotum eft qiiam placet ille) placet 
Da venianij hic omnes nimium quod fimus avari; 

Da. veniam> hic animos qu5d fatiare neqois. 
CGmque (fed 6 noftris fiat lux ietior annis) 

In currum afcendas l^tft per afba tuum> 
Katorom in facie tu^ viva tt moUis iniago 

Non minus in terris^ qu^m tua fculpta, regat. 
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IN FELICISSIMAM REGINuE MAJLIJE, 
FERTH-ITATEM*. , 

NATURE facies renoirajtur qaolibet annQ» 
Et fefe mxbm ferdtis ipla park. 
Sic quoque Naturs exemplar Regina, decufquq* 

In fcettt todes fe vidct ip^ novaou 
Pene oQinem iignas tun ^epe puerpera menfem* 

£t cupit a partu nomen habere tuo. 
QusequcUios todes audit Lucina labores* 

Vix ipfa in prquio fspidfi Orbe tumet. 
Foecundam iexnper fpedlabis Jaae* Marwa* 

Sive hac five ilia ironte videre voles. 
Difdte^fubje&ifOi&cittm: Regina Marito 

Annua jam todes ipfa tribata dedit. 

DuM redit^ iandds non feiTus Carolos axis, 

Principis occurrit nunda fama novL 
Non mirum, exiftat cto proximus ipfe Tonand* 

Vidnum atdngunC qudd citd vota Deam. 
Non mirum> c^ fit tam iandi mente precatus, 

Qu6d priecibus merces tam properata vcnit. 
Faftura 6 longiim nobis jejunia fcftum ! 

O magnas epulas exhibitura fames ! 
£n fundunt gemitum et lacrymanim flumina; tBrbam 

Cum Regina ipfam parturiifie putes. 
Credibile eft puerum populi fenfifTe dolores ; 

Edidit hinc moeflos fleb^s ipfe fonos. 

A..CowL.Ey, A. B. rXriff], C[a//]. 

• From the *« Voces Votivae a\> Acadetn\d% C^iftaSck'^^vaiS^^x 
'^^pro aarimmo CaroJi et Mar'ue Pniic\^t:¥V6xi, tiKkSSm* C;m!&».- 
^brJ^iac, 1640.'* __ 
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AN ELEGY 
On the Death of the Right Hoiuxirahle 
Dudley LordCARLETOif,Vifcomit Do itcHESTii, 
Late Principal Secretaiy of State. 

TH* infernal lifters did a council caQ 
Of all the fiends, to the black Stygiaa haH^ 
The dire Tartarian mongers, hating light. 
Begot by difmal Erebus and Night, 
Where'er difpcrs'd abroad, hearing the fame 
Of their accurfed mceiang, thither came. 
Revenge, whofe greedy mind no blood can fiH, I 

And Envy, never fatisfy'd with ill : i 

Thither blind Bddnefs, and impatient Rage, 
Reforted, with Death's neighbom:, envions Age. 
Theffe, to opprefs the earth, the Furies fcnt * : 
The council thus difTolv'd, an angry Fever, 
Whofe quenchlcfs thirft by blood was fated nevcrv 
Envying the riches, honour, greatnefs, love. 
And virtue (load-flone, that all thefe did move) 
Of noble Carleton, him Ihe took away. 
And, like a greedy vulture, feizM her prey. 
Weep with me, each who eidier reads or hears. 
And know his lofs deferves his country's tears 1 
The Mufes loft a patron by his fate. 
Virtue a hufband, and a prop the State. 

* Something is here wanting, «s «^t»x% itwok ^^^wr. V«^ 
•aTrhyxBe and connexion. J^'H. 
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Sol's dkona wtep0» and, to ^utom hit hearie> 
CaUiope would i^g ft tragic ireHe« 
Ani bad there btcti before no f|ning of theirs, 
Tliey would have made a Hereon with tears* 

ABR. COWLEY. 



AN ELEGY 

On the Death of my loving Friend and Couiin 

Mr. RICHARD CLARKE, GfiNt. 

Late of Lmcehi'fi-Inn. 

IT was decreed by ftedfaft defKny 
(The world from chaos tam'd) that all fhoidd dk» 
He who durft fearleis pafs black Acheroi^ 
And dangers ef tk* infernal region. 
Leading hclPs triple porter captivate. 
Was overcome himfelf by conquering Fate. 
The Roman Tolly's pleafing eloquence. 
Which in the ears did lock up every fenfe 
Of the rapt hearer; his mellifluous breath 
Could not at all charm unremorieleis Death; 
Nor Solon, (6 by Greece admir'd, could fanre 
Himfelf with all his wifdom> from the grave. 
Stem Fate brought Maro to his funeral flame,. 
And would have ended in that fire his fame ; 
Burning thofe lofry lines, which now fhall be 
Time's amqoerors, and out-lafl ctermty. 

4 'S.Ntxi 
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Even fo lov*d Clarke from death no 'fcape could 
Though arm'd with great Alddes' valiant mind. 
He was adorn'd, in years though far more young, 
With learned Cicero's, or a fweeter tongue. 
And, <ould dead Virgil hear his lof^ ihain, 
' He would condemn his own to fire again. 
His youth a Solon's wifdom did prefage> 
Had envious Time but giv'n him Solon's age. 
Who would not therefore now, if Learning's fiiea 
Bewail his fatal and untimely end ^ 
Who hath foch hard, fuch unrelenting eyes. 
As not to weep when fo much virtue dies ? 
The God of poets doth in darknefs fhrowd 
His glorious face, and weeps behind a cloud. 
The doleful Mufes thinking now to write 
Sad elegies, their tears confound their fight: 
But him t' Elyfium's lading joys they bring. 
Where winged angels his fad requiems fing. 
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A DREAM OF ELYSIUM. 

PHCEBUS, expcU'd by the approaching night, 
Blaih'd, and for (hame dos'd in his baihful light. 
While I, with leaden Morpheus overcome. 
The Muie whom I adore enter'd the room : 
Her hair with loofer curioiity 
Did on her comely back diflieverd lie : 
Ifier eyes with fuch attradtive beauty (hone. 
As might h^ye w?^'d fleeping £;pd3rmiQn. 
She bade me pfe, and promis'4 I ibould ^e 
jThofe fields, thofe manfions of felicity, 
i¥e mortals fo admire at : peaking thus. 
Wit lifts me up upon wing'd Pegafus, 
Dn whom I rid; knowing, wherever fhc 
^id go, that place muft needs a Tempe be. 

No fooner was my flying courier come 
To the bleft dwellings of Elyfium, 
Vhen ftrait a thoufand unknown joys refort, 
bid hemm'd me round; chafte Love's innocuous iport ! 
\ dioafimd fweets, bought with no following gall, 
oys, not like ours, fliort, but peipetual, 
low many obje^ls charm my wandering eye, 
Lnd bid my foul gaze there eternally ' 
lere in full fbeams, Bacchus, thy liquor flows, 
for knows to ebb ; here Jove's broad tree befioWs 
iiHlling honey ; here doth nedar pafs, 
1th copious current, through the verdaovl ^l&\ 
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Here Hyacinth^ his fate writ in his looks. 
And thou^ Narciiras> loving ftill the brooks. 
Once tovely boys i and Acis, now a flower. 
Are nourifh'd with that rarer herb, whofe power 
Created thee. War's potent flod 1 kere grows 
The fpotkfs lily and die l^uddng rofe$ 
And dl thoie dirers omaments obowid. 
That varioufly may paint the gaudy gromd. 
No willow, forrow's garland, there hadi nom. 
Nor cyprefs, fad attenii^nt of a tomb* 
None but ApoUo's tree, and A'iry twine 
Embracing the ftoot oak, the IrukM Tine, 
And trees with golden apples loaded down. 
On whofe fair tops fweet Phaomd alone. 
Unmindful of her former mifery. 
Tunes with her voice a ravifhing harmony ; 
Whilft all the mnrmuring brooks that gttde aloiigi 
Make up a burthen to her ^eafing ibng. 
No fcreech-owl, fad companion of the night; 
No hideous raven with prodigious flight, 
Prefaging future ill ; nor, Prognc, thee. 
Yet fpottcd wiA young Itis* tragedy, 
Tbofc fecrcd bowers receive. There *s nodiHig Aer 
That is not pure ; aH innocent tHid rare. 
Turning my greedy flght another way. 
Under a row of ftorm-centemning bay, 
I faw the Tlwacian finger with his lyre 
Teach the deaf ftoncs to hear him aid admire. 
Him the whole Poets* chorus cempais'd round. 
All whom the twtk, afl wkom i3hft\%.Mt^^T^swt5AL. 
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[Ih'd Ovid had a lading home, 
1 thou coyid'ft give, ungrateful Rome ! 
1 (fpke of Nero) in each vein 
drop of his fpilt blood again: 
l\ firft-bom, was not poor or bl]nd> 
well in body as in mind. 
ve Catc^ Solon, and the reft 
's admir'd wife-men, here pofleft 
WBsd £or their pafl deeds, and gain 
verlaiting as their fame, 
the valiant heroes take their place; 
;m death and perils did embrace 
s caufe. Great Alexander there 
the earth's fmall empire, and did wear 
rown than the whole world could give : 
Horatius, Codes, Sceva, live, 
.t Decius ; who now freely ceaie 
and purchafe an eternal peace. 
mi, beneath a myrtle bower, where doves 
:fs pigeoBA build their neib, all Love's 
Rd fervants, with an amorous kiis 
nbrace, enjoy Uieir greedieft wiflu 
ith his beauteous Hero playsy 
ey parted with dividing Teas : 
»ys her Brutus ; death no more 
ivorce their wedding, as before : 
Pyramus kifs'd, his Thi(be he 
each blefs'd with t' other's company : 
couple, always dancing, (xag 
(Worts to Eiyfiuffli's king. 
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But fee how foon thefe pleafures hdt away ! 
How near to evening is delight's fhort day 1 
The watching bird, true Nundus of the light. 
Strait crowd ; and all thefe vanifh'd from my fight i 
My very Mufe herfelf fbrfook me too. 
Me grief and wonder wak'd : what fhoold I do ? 
Oh ! let me follow thee (faid I) and go 
From life, that I may dream for ever fo. 
With that my flying Mufe I thought to claip 
Within my arms, but did a fiiadow grafp. 
Thus cMefeft joys glide with the fwifteft ftreamf 
And all our greateil pleafure *s but a dream. 

ON HIS MAJEST Y'S 

RETURN OUT OF ^GOTLAND. 

GReat Charles ! — there ftop,ye trumpeters of fame \ 
(For he who (peaks his titles, his great name, 
Muft have a breathing-time) our king:— <-ftay there j 
Speak by degrees ; let the inquifltive ear 
Be held in doubt, and, ere ,you fay " is come,** 
Let every heart prepare a fpacious room 
For ample joys : then lo fing, as loud 
As thunder ihot from the divided cloud ! 

Let Cygnus pluck from the Arabian wave* 
The ruby of the rock, the pearl that paves 
Great Neptune's court : let every fparrow bear 
From the Three Sifters* weeping bark a tear ; 
Let {potted lynxes their fharp talons fill 
With cry'ial fetch' d from the ?iQmeCskRaxL\aSl\ 
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Let Cytherea*s birds 
Knitting the palc-fac' 
Let the felf-gotten pi 
Spoil his own funeral 
Of myrrh, of frankinc 
To ftrew the way for 

Let every poft a pa 
Each wall, each pillar 
And yet, let no man i 
The very matter will 
A (acred fury : let the 
(For unknown joys wi 
Ring without help of 
A new-made holy-da) 

And, if the ancients 
A golden temple to pi 
At the return of any 'i 
Of heroes, or of empe 
Raife up a double troj 
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But all thofe virtues, which they all pofllbft 
Divided, are coileded in thy brcaft. 
Great Charles ! Let Caefar boaft PharMa's fi| 
Honorius praife the Parthian' s unfeign'd flight 
Let Alexander call himfelf Jove'« peer,^ 
And place his image near the thunderer ; 
Yet while our Charles with equal balance reign 
*Twixt Mercy and Aftrea. and maintains 
A noWe peace, 'tb he, 'tis only he. 
Who is moft near, mod l&e> the Deity. 

SONG, OS THI SAMB. 

HENCE, clouded looks; hence, briny tei 
Hence, eye that forrow's livery wears I 
What though awhile Apollo pleafe 
To vifit the Antipodes ? 
Yet he returns, and with his light 
Expels what he hath caus'd— the night. 
What though' the fprmg vanilh away. 
And with it the earth's form decay ? 
Yet his new-birth will foon reftore 
What its departure took be&re. 
What though we mifo'd our abfeot king 
Awhile I Great Charles is come again;; 
And with his pre&nce makes us know 
The gratitude to Heaven we owe. 
So dodi a cruel ftorm impart 
And teach us Palinurus* ^rt : 
So from fait floods^ wept by our eyesr 
A joyful Venus doth arife. 
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LE S T the mif-judging 
I durft not but in feci 
To whifpcr in Jo 
How much I wifti that fune 
Or gape at fuch a great-or 
This let all ages 
And future times in my fot 
What I abhor> w^at I de£r 



I would not be a Puritan, t 
Can preach two hovers, and 

But half a quarte 
Though, from his old mecl 
By vifion he 's a paftor m^* 

His faith was grc 
Nay, though he think to gi 
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I would not be Joftice of peace, thougU he 
Can with equality divide the fee. 

And ftakes with his clerk draw; 
VsL^9 though he fits upon the place 
Of judgment with a learned face 

Intricate as the law; 
And, whilft he mulds enormities demurely. 
Breaks Prifcian's head with fentences fecurely. 

I would not be a Courtier, though he 
Makes his whole life the trueft comedy 

Although he be a man 
In whom the taylor's forming art. 
And nimble barber, claim more part 

Than Nature herfelf can; 
Though, as he ufes men, 'tis his intent 
To put off death too with a compliment. 

From Lawyers' tongues, though they can fpin with eafc 
The (horteft caufe into a paraphrafe ; 

From Ufurers' confcience 
(For fwallowing up young heirs fo faft. 
Without all doubt, they '11 choak at laft) 

Make me all innocence. 
Good Heaven 1 and from thy eyes, O Juftice ! keep; 
For though they be not blind, they 're oft afleep. 



A VOTE. tts 

n Sifiging-mens* religion, who are 

ays at church, juft like the crows, 'caafe there 

They build themfelves a neft: 
n too much Poetry, which fhines 
h gold in nothing but its lines. 

Free, O you Powers ! my brcaft% 
I from Aftronomy, which in the ikies 
is fiih and bulls, yet doth but. tantalize. 

m your Court-madams' beaut}', which doth carry 
noming May, at night a January : 

From the grave city brow 
r though it want an R, it has 
: letter of Pythagoras) 

Keep me, O Fortune, now ! 
I chines of beef innumerable fend me, 
from the ftomach of the guard defend me. 

8 only grant me, that my means may lie 
low for envy, for contempt too high. 

Some honour I would have, 
from great deeds, but good alone ; 
unknown are better than ill-known; 

Rumour can ope the grave ! 
uaintance I would have ; but when *t depends 
from the number, but the choice, of friends. 
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Books fhoyld, not bufinefs* entertain the light; 
And ilec!J>> its nndifturb'd as deaths the night. 

My hottfe a cottage diore 
Than palace ; and fhonld fittmg be 
For all my ufe, no luxury. 

My garden painted o'er 
With Nature's hand, not Art's ; that plcaftire^ yield 
Horace might envy in his Sabine field. 

Thus would I double my life's fading fpace ; 
For he that runs it well, twice runs his race. 

And in this true delight, 
Thefe unbought fports, and happy ftate, 
I would not fear, nor wifh, my fate ; 

But boldly fay, each night. 
To-morrow let my fun his beams difplay. 
Or in clouds hide them ; I have liv'd to-day *. 

A POETICAL REVENGE. 

WEftminfter-hall a friend and I agreed 
To meet in; he (fome buiinefs 'twas did breed 
His abfence) came not there ; I up did go 
To the next court; for though I could not know 
Much what they meant, yet I might fee and hear 
(As moft fpeftators do at theatre) 

* The three concluding ftanzas of iWx^ i^cm ^tt Introduced by 
Mr, Cowley in his " EiTays in Vetfc aivd Ftofc;* '^^ 
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Things very (Irange: Fortufte did feem to grace 

My coming there, and helpt me to a place. 

JBut, being newly fettled at the fport, 

A femi-gendeman of the Inns of Court, 

In a fatin fuit, redeem 'd but yefterday; 

One who is ravifh'd wkh a cock -pit play; 

Who prays God to deliver him from no evil 

Beildes a taylor's bill ; and fears no devil 

Beiides a ferjeant, thruft me from my (cat: 

At which I 'gan to quarrel, till a neat 

Man in a rijfF (whom therefore I did take 

For barrifter) open'd his mouth and fpake ; 

" Boy, get you gone, this is no fchool." ** Oh no; 

*' For, if it were, all you gown'd men would go 

" Up for falfe Latin.'* They grew ilrsaght to be 

Incens'd; 1 fear'd they would have brcwghton me 

An adlion of trefpafs : till the young man 

Aforefaid, in the fatin fuit, began 

To ftrike me : doubtlefs there had been a fray. 

Had not I providently fkipp'd away 

Without replying ; for to fcold is HI, 

Where every tongue 's the clapper of a mill. 

And can out-found Homer's Gradivus ; fo 

Away got I : but ere I far did go, 

I flung (the darts of wounding poetry) 

Thefe two or three fharp curfes back : May he 

Be by his father in his ftudy took 

At Shakefpeare's plays, inftead of my lord Coke ! 

May he (though all his writings grow as fooa 

4s Butter '5 out of effimation) 
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Get l^m a poet's name, and fo ne'er come 
Into a ferjeaiit's or dead judge's room I 
May he become fbme poor pbyikian's prey» 
Who keeps men with that confcience in delay 
As he his client doth, till his health be 
As far-fetcht as a Greek noun's pedigree ! 
Nay, for all that, may the difeafe be gone 
Never but in the long vacation ! 
May neighbours ufe all quarrels to decide j 
But if for law any to London ride. 
Of all thofe clients let not one be his^ 
Unlefs he come in Forma Pauperis ! 

Grant this, ye Gods that favour poetry ! 
That all thefe never-ceafmg tongues may he 
Brought into reformation, and not dare 
To quarrel with a thread-bare black: but fpare 
Them who bear fcholars' names, left fome one take 
Spleen, and anotlier Ignoramus make. 



To the Dutchess of BUCKINGHAM. 

IF I Ihould fay, that in your face were feen 
Nature's beft pifture of the Cyprian Queen ; ' 
If I fhould fwear, under Minerva's name. 
Poets (who prophets are) foretold your fame; 
The future age would think it flattery ; 
But to the prefent, which can witnefs be, 
'Twould feem beneath your high deferts, as far 
As you above the reft of womew ^.t^. 
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TO THE DUTCHESS OF B. S9 

When Manners* name with ViUiers* join'd I fee. 
How do I reverence your nobility ! 
But when the virtues of your flock I view, 
(Envy'd in your dead lord> admir'd in you) 
I half adore them ; for what woman can^ 
Befides yourfelf (nay, I might fay what man) 
But fax, and birth, and fate, and years excel 
In mind, in fame, in worth, in living weH ? 

Oh, how had this begot idolatry. 
If you had liv'd in the world's infancy. 
When man's too much religion made the bell 
Or deities, or femi-gods at leaft ! 
But we, forbidden this by piety. 
Or, if we were not, by your modefty. 
Will make our hearts an altar, and there pray 
Not to, but for, you ; nor that England may 
Enjoy your equal, when you once are gone. 
But, what 's more poffible, t' enjoy you long. 



To his very much honoured GodpatheRj 
Mr. A. B. 

ILove (for that upon the wings of fame 
Shall perhaps mock Death orTime's darts) my Name. 
I love it more, becaufe 'twas given by you; 
I love it mod, becaufe 'twas your name too ; 
For if I chance to flip, a confcious fhame 
Plucks mcj and bids me not defile yovuc ivam<t. 
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I 'm gkd that city, t' whom I cw*d bef<tfe 
(But, ah me ! Fate hath crt)ft fehal Wfllkig fcore) 
A father, gave me a godfather too ; 
And I *m more gkid> betauf6 it gave tiie y^bj 

Whom I may rightly think, ind tferm, to be 

Of the whole city an epitome. 

I thank my careful Fate, which found out one 
(When Nature had not licenfed my tongue 
Farther than cries) who fhould my ofHce do; 
I thank her more, becaufe Ihe found out you : 
In whofe each look I may a fentcnce fee j 
In whofe each deed, a teaching homily. 

How ihall I pay this debt to you ? My fate 

Denies me Indian pearl or Perfian plate ; 

Which though it did not, to requite you thus. 

Were to fend apples to Alcinous, 

And fell the cunning 'ft way. — ^No ! when I can. 
In every leaf, in every verfe, write Man ; 

When my quill relifheth a fchool no more ; 
When my pen-feather 'd Mufe hath learnt to foar. 
And gotten wings as well as feet ; look then 
For equal thanks from my unwearied pen : 
Till future ages fay, 'twas you did give 
A name to me, and I made yours to live. 
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A N E L E G Y 
Qn the Death of John Littleton, Erquirfc^ 

Son and Heir to Sir Thomas LiTtlkton, 

Who was drowned leaping into the Water to fave hia 

younger Brother. 

AND muft thefe waters fmile again, and play 
About the fhore, as they did yefterday ? 
Will the fun court them ftill ? and fhall they Ihow 
No confcious wrinkle furrow'd on their brow. 
That to the thirfly traveller may fay, 
I am accurft ; go turn fome other way ? 

It is unjuft : black flood ! thy guilt is more. 
Sprung frbm his lofs, than all thy watery ilore 
Can give thee tears to mourn for : birds fhall be. 
And beafts, henceforth afraid to drink of thee. 

What havfe I faid ? my pious rage hath been 
Too hot, and adts, whilft it accufeth, fin. 
Thou *rt innocent, I know, ftill clear and bright. 
Fit whence fb pui-e a fbul fhould take its flight. 
How is angry zeal confln'd ! fbr he 
Muft quarrel with his love and piety. 
That would revenge his death. Oh, I fhall fin. 
And wifh anon he had lefs virtuous been. 
For when his brother (teai-s for hiAi I M fpill. 
But they 're all challenged by the greater ill) 
Struggled for life with the rude Waves, he too 
leapt In, and when hopt no faidt beafti covMi ^c&w* 
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ffis charity ihone moft : ** Thoa (halt," (aid he, 
" Live with me, brother, or I'll die mth thee;** 
And (b he did \ Had he been thine, O Rome ! 
Thoa woold'fl have call'd this death a martyrdom, 
And (amted him. My confidence give me leave, 
I '11 do fo to : if Fate will us bereave 
Of him we honour'd living, there muft be 
A kind of reverence to his memory. 
After his death ; and where more juft than here, 
Where life and end were both fo fingular ? 
He that had only talk'd with him, might find 
A little academy in his mind ; 
Where Wifdom mailer was, and fellows all 
Which we can good, which we can virtuous, call: 
Reafon, and Holy Fear the proftors were. 
To apprehend thofe words, thofe thoughts, that err. 
His learning had out-run the reft of heirs, 
Stol'n beard from Time, and leapt to twenty years. 
And, as the fun, though in full glory bright. 
Shines upon all men with impartial light. 
And a good-morrow to the beggar brings 
With as full rays as to the mightieft kings : 
So he, although his worth juft ftate might claim. 
And give to pride an honourable name. 
With courtefy to all, cloath'd virtue fo. 
That 'twas not higher than his thoughts were low. 
In 's body too no critique eye could find 
The fmalleft blemifh, to belye his mind ; 
He was all purenefs, and his outward part 
But reprefsnts the pifture o£ \as Yv^^^x* 
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When waters fwallow'd mankind, and did cheat 

The hungry worm of its expeded meat ; 

When gems, pluckt from the Ihore by ruder hands, 

Retum'd again unto their native fands ; 

'Mongft all thofe fpoils, there was not any prey* 
Could equal what this brook hath.ftoPn away. 
Weep then, fad flood ; and, though thou 'rt innocent. 
Weep becaufe Fate made thee her inftrumcnt : 
And, when long grief hath drunk up all thy ftore. 
Come to our eyes, and we will lend thee more. 

•A Translation of 

Verses upon the Blessed Virgin, 

Written in Latin by the Right Worfhipful Dr. A. 

Ave Maria. 

ONCE thou rejoiced'ft, and rejoice for ever, 
Whofe time of joy fhall be expired never : 
Who in her womb the hive of comfort bears. 
Let her drink comfort's honey with her ears. 
You brought the word of joy in, which was bom 
An hail to all ! let us an hail return ! 
From you " God fave" into the world there came ; 
Our echo hail is but an empty name. 

Gratia Plena. 
HOW loaded hives are with tlieir honey fill'd. 
From divers flowers by chemic bees diitill'd ! 
How full the collet with his jewel is, 
WhkK that it cannot take by love, doxSiViS^^ 
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How fuU the oiDQa is with her brother^s ray. 
When fhe dripk&-ttp with thirfty orb the day ! 
Hqw (yj of grace the Graces' daiices are I 
So full doth Mary of God^s light appear. 
It is na wctfider if with Graces fhe 
Be full> who was full with the D&xy, 

DOMI N V8 TS P VM. 

THE fall of mankind und»r death's extent 
The quire of bleifed angels did iamentA 
And wifh'd a reparation to fee 
By him, who Manhood join'd with Deity. 
How grateful ftiould man's fafety then appear 
T' himfelf, whofe fafety can the angels cheer I 

Benedicta tu in Mulieribus. 
DEATH came, and troops of fad difeafes led 
To th' earth, by woman's hand folicited : 
Life came fb too, and troops of Graces led 
To th' earth, by woman's faith fdicited. 
As our life's fprings came from thy bleffed womb. 
So from our mouths fprings of thy praife (hall come t 
Who did life's bleffing give, 'tis fit that fhe. 
Above all women, fiiould thrice bleffed be. 

Et Benedictus fructus ventris tui. 

WITH mouth divine the Father doth proteft. 
He a good word fent from his ftored breafl ; 
'Twas Chrift ; which Mary, without carnal thought. 
From the ijnfathom'd deptiv c>5 ^oo^^%\i\wsi'^\.\ 



VEKSW OM THE BtESSED VIRQIN. ^ 

The word of blefling d juft caufe affords 
To be oft blefl<^ with redoubled words I 

SPIRITUS SaNCTUS SXTPBRVENIET IK TE» 

AS when ibft weflr-winds ftrook the garden-rofey 
A Ibower of fweeter air falutes the nofc; 
The breath gives fparing kifFes, nor with power 
Unlocks the virgin-bofom of the flower : 
So the Holy Spirit upon Mary blow'd. 
And from her facred box whde rivers flow'd : 
Yet loos'd not thine eternal chalHty ; 
Thy rofe's folds do ftill entangled lie. 
Believe Chrift born from an unbruifed womb» 
So from unbruifed bark the odours come. 

Et virtus Altissimi obumbrabit tibi. 

GOD his great Son begot ere time begun; 
Mary ii\ time brought forth her little fon. 
Of double fubftance One ; life he began, 
God without Mother, without Father, Man» 
Great is the birth ; and 'tis a Granger deed 
That She no man, than God- no wife, ihould need 1 
A Shade delighted the child-bearing maid. 
And God himfelf became to her a Shade. 
O flrange defcent I who is Light's author, h« 
Will to his creature thus a Shadow be. 
As unfeen Light did from the Father flow. 
So did feen Light from Virgin Mary ^xcm* 
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When Mofes fought God in a fhadc to fee. 
The father's fhade was Chrift the Deity. 
Let 's feek for day, we darknefs, whilft our fight 
In l^ght finds darknefs^ and in darknefs light. 
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On the Praise of Poetry. 

>/ I "^IS not a pyramid of marble ilone, 

X Though high as our ambition ; 
*Tis not a tomb cut out in brafs, which can 

Give life to th' aflies of a man ; 
But verfes only i they (hall frefti appear, 

Whilft there are men to read or hear. 
When time fhall make the lafting brafs decay. 

And eat the pyramid away ; 
Turning that monument wherein men truft 

Their names, to what it keeps, poor duft; 
Then fhall the Epitaph remain, and be 

New-graven in eternity. 
Poets by death are conquer'd ; but the wit 

Of poets triumphs over it. 
What cannot vcrfe ? When Thracian Orpheus took 

His lyre, and gently on it ftrook. 
The learned ftones came dancing all along. 

And kept time to the charming fong. 
With artificial pace the warlike pine. 

The elm, and his wifc \iv^ Vvy* xwvcvr. \ 
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With all the better trees« which «rfl had ftood 

Unmov'd^ forfook their native wood. 
The laurel to the poet's hand did bow« 

Craving the honour of his brow ; 
And every loving arm embraced, and mad^ 

'>^th their officious leaves a (hade. 
The beaiis too flrove his auditors to be. 

Forgetting their old tyranny. 
The fearful hart next to the lion came. 

And wolf Was fhepherd to the lanib. 
Nightingales, harmlefs fyrens of the air. 

And Mufes of the place, were there ; 
Who, when their little windpipes they had found 

Unequal to {o ibange a found, 
O'ercome by art and grief they did expire. 

And fell upon the conquering lyre. 
Happy, O happy they, whofe tomb might be^ 

Maufoltts ! envied by thee 1 



ODE IL 

That a pleasant Poverty is to be pre- 
ferred BEFORE discontented RiGHBS. 

WH Yi O ! doth gaudy Tagus ravifli thee. 
Though Neptune's treafure-houfe it be ? 
Why doth PaAolus thee bewitch, 
Lifeded yet with Midas' glorioos itcYi^ . 
' Vol, VIL H "XV^ 
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Their dull and ileepy Areams are not at all. 

Like other floods* poetical ; 

They have vo dance* no wanton ^rt^ 
No gentle murmur, the lov'd ihpre to court. 

No fifh inhabit the adulterate flood. 

Nor can it feed the neighbouring wood ; 
No flower or herb is near it found. 

But a perpetual winter flarves the ground. 

Give me a river which doth fcom to fliow 
An added beauty; whofe clear brow 
May be my looldng-glafs, to fee 

What my face is, and what my mind flioold bej 

Here waves call waves, and glide along in rank. 
And prattle to the imiling bank ; 
Here fad Idng-fifliers tell their tales. 

And fifh enrich the brook with filver fcales. 

Daifles, the firfl-bom of the teeming fpring. 
On each fide their embroidery bring; 
Here lilies wa(h, and grow more white. 

And daffodils, to fee themfelves, delight. 

Here a frefh arbour gives her amorous fhade. 
Which Nature, the beft gardener, made. 
Here I would fit and fing rude lays, , 

Such as the nymphs and me myfelf ftiould pleafe. 

Thus I would wafte, thus end, my carelefs days ; 
And robin -red-breafts, whom men praife 
For pious birds, fhould, when I die. 
Make both my monument and de^>f* 
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ODE III. 

To BIS Mistress*. 

TYRI AN xlye why do you wear, 
Yoa whofe cheeks beft fcarlet are ? 
Why do you fondly pin 
Pure linen o'er your ikin, 
(Your fkin that 's whiter far) 
Cafting a duiky cloud fafefore a fUr ? 

Why be^s your neck a golden chain ? 
Did Nature make your hair in vain. 

Of gold moft pure and fine ? 

With gems why do you ihine ? 

They, neighbours to your eyes. 
Shew -but Hke Phofphor when the fun ^tjb rife. 

I would have aH my miftrefs* parts 
Owe more to nature than to arts ; 

I would not woo the drefs. 

Or pnc whofe nights give lefs 

Contentment than the day. 
She 's fik, whofe beauty only makes hf» gay,. 

For 'tis not baildings make a cou^. 
Or pomp, but 'tis the king's refort : 

If J upiter down pour 

Himfelf, and in a ihower 

Hide fuch bright majefty, 
Lefs than a golden one it caxi39<$ b^ 
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O D •£ IV, 

On thb Uncertainty of Fortune. 
A Translation. 

L£ AY £ off unfit complsunts, and clear 
From fighs your breaft, and from black clouds 
your brow. 
When the fun ihines not with his wonted cheer. 
And fortune throws an adverfe caft for you ! 

That Tea which vext with Notus is. 
The merry Eaft-winds will to-morrow kifs. 

The fun to-day rides drowfily, 
, To-morrow 'twill put on a look more fair : 
Laughter and groaning do alternately 
Retunv ^uid tears' fports neareil neighbours are. 

'Tis by the gods appointed fo. 
That good fare ihould with mingled dangers flow^. 

Who drave his oxen yefterday. 
Doth now over the nobleft Romans reign. 
And on the Gabii and the Cures lay 
The yoke which from his oxen he had ta'en : 

Whom Hefperus faw poor and low. 
The morning's eye beholds him greateft now* 

If Fortune knit amongft her play 
But ferioufnefs, he fhall again go home 
To his old country-farm of yefterday. 
To fcoSxig people no mean j^ft bccom^^ 
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And with the crowned axe, which lie 
Had rul'd the world, go back and prune fome tree ; 
Nay, if he want the fuel cold requires. 
With his own fafces he fhall make him fires* 
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In Commendation of the time we live under, 
THE Reign of our Gracious King Charles. 

CURST be that wretch (death's fador fure) who 
brought 
Dire fwords into the peaceful world, and taught 
Smiths (who before could only make 
The fpade, the plow-fhare, and the rake) 
Arts, in moft cruel wife 
Man's life t* epitomize ! 

Then men (fond men, alas ! ) ride poft to th*. grave. 
And cut thofe threads which yet the Fates would ftvcf 
Then Charon fweated at his trade. 
And had a larger ferry made ; 
Then, then the iilver hair. 
Frequent before, grew rare. 

Then Revenge, married to Ambition, 
Begat black War; then Avarice crept on; 
Then limits to each field were fh-ain'd. 
And Terminus a god-head gain'd. 
To men, before, was found, 
SeMes the /ca, \lq bound, 
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In what plain, or what river, hath not been 
War's ftory writ in blood (fad ftory I) feen ? 
This truth too well oar England knows : 
'Twas civil flanghter dy'd her rofe ; 
Nay, then her lily too 
With blood's lofs paler grew. 

Such griefs, nay worfe than thefe, we now fhould feel. 
Did not juft Charles filence the rage of ftcel; 
He to our land bleft Peace doth bring. 
All neighbour countries envying. 
Happy who did remain 
Unborn till Charles's reign ! 

Where, dreaming chemicks 1 is your pain and coft ? 
How is your oil, how is your labour loft I 

Our Charles, bleft alchemift ! (though ftrange. 
Believe it, future times !) did change 
The iron-age of old 
Into an age of gol4* 

ODE VI. 

Upon the Shortness of Man's Life. 

MARK that fwift arrow ! how it cuts the air. 
How it out-runs thy following eye ! 
Ufe all perfuafions now, and try 
If thou canft call it back, or ftay it there. 

That way it went; but thou ftialt find 
No trad is left behind. 
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Fool ! 'tis thy life, and the fond archer thoiu 

Of all the time thou 'ft fhot away, 

I '11 bid thee fetch but yefterday. 
And it (hall be too hard a tafk to do. 

Befides repentance, what canft find 

That it hath left behind ? 
Our life is carried with too ftrong a tide ; 

A doubtful cloud our fubftance bears. 

And is the horfe of all our years. 
Each day doth on a winged whirlwind ride. 

We and our glafs run out, and muft 
. Both render up our duft. 
But his paft life who without grief can fee ; 

Who never thinks his end too near. 

But fays to fame. Thou art mine heir ; 
That man extends life's natural brevity— 

This is* this is the only way 

To out-live Neftor in a day. 



Ak Answer to an Invitation to Cambridge* 

NI CH O L S, my better felf ! forbear ; 
For, if thou tell'ft what Cambridge pleafures arc. 
The fchool-boys' lin will light on me, 
I (hall, in mind at leaft, a truant be. 

Tell me not how you feed your mind 
With dainties of philofophy ; 
In Ovid's nut 1 Ihall not find 
Tiie ta/te once pleafed me. 

H4. ^^^ 
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tell me not of logick's diverfe cheer I 

1 fhall begin to lo^t}ie our crambo bere« 

Tell me not how tjie waves appear 
Of Cam> or how it cuts the learned fhire ; 

I fhall contemn the troubled Thames 
On her chief holiday ; ev'n when her ftreams 
Are with rich folly gilded; when 
The quondam dung-boat is made gay> 
J^i^ like the bravery of the men. 
And grapes with frelh paint that day ; 
When th' city fhines with flags and pageants there, 
And fatin doublets, feen not twice a year. 

Why do I flay th^n ? I would meet 
Thee there, but plummets hang upon my feet; 
'Tis my chief wifh to live with thee. 
But not till I deferve thy company : 

Till then, we '11 fcorn to let that toy. 
Some forty miles, divide our hearts : 
Write to me, and 1 fhall enjoy 
Friendfhip and wit, thy better parts. 
Though envious Fortune larger hindrance brings. 
We '11 eafily fee each other ; Love hath wings. 



\JV\^C^\»- 
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THE MOTTO. 

«' Tcntanda via eft, &c." 

WHAT (hall I do to be for ever known. 
And make the age to come my own ? 
I ihall, like beafts or common people, die, 

Unlefs you write my elegy ; 
Whilft others great, by being bom, are grown; 

Their mothers' labour, not their own. 
In this fcale gold, in th' other fame does lie. 

The weight of that mounts this fo high. 
Thefe men are Fortune's jewels, moulded bright; 

Brought forth with their own fire and light : 
If I, her vulgar ftone, for either look. 

Out of myfelf it mull be ftrook. 
Yet I muft on ; What found is *t ftrikes mine car ? 

Sure I Fame's trumpet hear : 
It founds like the laft trumpet; for it can 

Raife up the buried man. 
Unpaft Alps ftop me ; but I '11 cut them all. 

And march, the Mufes' Hannibal. 
Hence, all the flattering vanities that lay 

Nets of rofes in the way 1 
Hence, the defire of honours or eftate. 

And all that is not above Fate ! 
Hence, Love himfelf, that tyrant of my days I 

Which intercepts my coming ipiii&% 
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Come, my beft friends, my books ! and lead me on; 

*Tis time that I were gone. 
Welcome, great Stagyrite ! and teach me how 

AH I was born to know : 
Thy fcholar's vidiories thou doft far out-do ; 

He conquered th* earth, the whole world you. 
Welcome, learn'd Cicero I whofe bleil tongue and wit 

Preferves Rome's greatnefs yet: 
Thou art the firfl of Orators ; only he 

Who befl can praife thee, next muft be. 
Welcome the Mantuan fwan, Virgil the wife 1 

Wliofe verfe walks higheil, but not flies ; 
Who brought green Poefy to her perfedl age. 

And made that Art which was a Rage. 
Tell me, ye mighty Three ! what ihall I do 

To be like one of you ? 
But you have clunb'd the mountain's top, there ilt 

On the calm flourilhing head of it. 
And, whilft with wearied fteps we upward go^ 

See us, and clouds, below. 



O^^. 
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ODE. 

OF WIT. 

TELL me, O tell, what kind of thing is Wiu 
Thou who mafter art of it ? 
For the firft matter loves variety lefs ; 
Lefs women love 't, either in bve or drefs. 

A thoufand different fhapes it bears. 
Comely in thoufand fhapes appears. 
Yonder we faw it plain ; and here 'tis now. 
Like fpirits, in a place we know not how. 

London, that vents of falfe ware fo much flore. 
In no ware deceives us more ; 

For men, led by the colour and the fhape. 

Like Zeuxis* birds, fly to the painted grape. 

Some things do through our judgment pais 
As through a multiplying-glafs ; 

And (binetimes, if the objedl be too far. 

We take a falling meteor for a flan 

Hence *tis a Wit, that greatefl word of fame, 

. Grows fuch a common name ; 
And Wits by our creation they become, 
Jufl fo as titular bifhops made at Rome. 
. *Tis not a tale, 'tis not a jefl 
Admir'd with laughter at a feafl. 
Nor florid talk, which can that title gain; 
The proofs of Wit for ever muft wmsasu 
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Tis not to force fome lifdds verfes meet 
With their five gouty feet. 

AH* every where> Hke mait^ mui^ be tlie ibiil> 

And Reafbn the inferior j>owers contrc^ 

Suck were the numbers -whidh could call 
The fbnes into the Theban walL 

Suih nurades are ceas'd; and noiv we fee 

No towns or houfes rais'd by poetry. 

Yet 'tis not to adorn and gild each part ; 
< That (hows more coft than art. 
Jewels at nofe and fips but ill appear ; 
Rather than all things Wit, let none be there. 
Several lights will not be feen, 
^' If there be nothing elfe between. 
Men doubt, becauTe they fland To thick i' th' fky» 
If thofe be Hars which paint the Galaxy. 

'Ti5 not when two like words make up one ncnfe 

IJe&s for Dutch men and Englifli boys) ; 
In which who finds out Wit, the fame may fee 
In an'grams and acroftick poetry : 

Much lefs can that have any place 
^ At which a virgin hides her face ; 
Such drofs the fire muft purge away : *tis juft 
The author bluih there, where the reader mufL 

'Tis not fuch lines as almofl crack the ftage 

When Bajazet begins to rage; 
Nor a tall metaj^or in the bombafl way ; 
Nor the dry dups of (hortAung,*^ ^cs^^% 
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Nor upon all things to obtrndc 
And force fome odd fimilitnde. 

What is it then, which, like the Power Diving 

We only can by negatives define ? 

In a true piece of Wit all things mail be. 
Yet an things there agree; 

As in the ark, join'd without force or ftrife, 

AU creatures dwelt; all creatures that had Hfe: 
Or, as the primitive forms of all 
(If we compare great things with finall) 

Which, without difcord or confiifion, lie 

In that fbange mirror of the Deity. 

Bat Love, that moulds one man up out of twci^ 

Makes me forget, and injure you: 
I took you for myfelf, fure, when I thought 
That you in any thing were to be taught. 
Corred my error with thy pen; 
And, if any afk me then 
What thing right Wit and height of GenSus is^ 
I 'n only (hew your Hues, and fay, 'Tis this. 



TO THE LORD FALKLAND, 

For his fafe Return from the Northern EjqpeditioB 
againft the Scots. 

GREAT is thy charge, O North I be wifefnd jnfl^ 
England commits her f aUda&d Xk^ xk^ tEv>SL\ 

3 ^tOXSEQw 
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Return him fafe ; Learning would radier choofe 

Her Bodley or her Vatican to lofe : 

All things that are but writ or printed there> 

In his unbounded breaft engraven are. 

There all the^iciences together meet» 

And every art does all her kindred greet. 

Yet jufUe not, nor quarrel; but as well 

Agree •as in fome common principle. 

So, in an army govem'd right, we fee 

(Though out of feveral countries rais'd it be) 

That all their order and their place maintain. 

The Engliih, Dutch, the Frenchman, and the Dane: 

So thoufand divers (pecies fill the air. 

Yet neilther crowd nor mix confus'dly there; 

Beafts, houfes, trees, and men, together lie. 

Yet enter Undifturb'd into the eye. 

And this great prince of knowledge is by Fate 
Thruft into th* noife and bufinefs of a ftate. 
All virtues, and fome cuftoms of the court. 
Other hien's labour, are at leaft his (port; 
Whilfl wei who can no action undertake. 
Whom idlenefs itfelf might learned make ; 
Who hear of nothing, and as yet fcarce know, 
Whedierthe Scots in England be or no; 
Pace dully on, oft tire, and often flay, 
y et fee his nimble Pegafus fly away. 
'Tis Nature's fault, who did thus partial grow. 
And her eflate of wit on one beflow; 
«Whilfl we, like younger brothers, get at befl 
But a (mail flock,' and muft work oux \!dR i^^ 
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How could he anfwer 't> fhould the ilate think £t 
To quelHon a monopoly of wit? 

Such is the man whom we require the fame 
We lent the North ; untouch'd, as i^ his fame. 
He is too good for war> and ought to be 
As far from danger^ as from fear he *s free. 
Thofe men alone (and thofe are ufeful too) 
Whofe valour is the only art they kiiowi 
Were for fad war and bloody battles bom; 
Let them the flate defend^ and he adorn. 



On TtlE DEATH OF 

SIR HENRY WOOTTON. 

TT 7H AT fhall we fay, iince filent now is he 
V V Who when he fpoke, all things would {ilent be f 
Who had fo many languages in flore. 
That only fame fhall fpeak of him in more ; 
Whom England now no more retum'd mull fee ; 
He 's gone to heaven on his fourth embaffy. 
On earth he traveled often; not to fay 
H' had been abroad, or pafs loofe time away. 
In whatfoever land he chanc'd to come. 
He read the men and manners, bringing home 
Their wifdom, learning, and their piety. 
As if he went to. conquer, not to fe^ . 
So well he underftood the moft and heft 
Of tongues, that Babel fent into tilt"^tft.\ 
' Vol. VII. 1 
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Spoke them fo truly, that he had (you *d'fwear) 
Not only liv'd, but been born every where. 
Juftly each nation's ^eech to him was kBOwn> 
Who for die world was made, not ns alone ; 
Nor ought the knguage of dtat aian be hfs^ 
Who in his brc^ had afl dungs to exprefs. 
We fay that kaming 's endlefs, and blame Fate 
For not allowing life a longer date : 
He did the ntmoil bounds Of knowledge find. 
He found them not fo large as was his mind; 
But, like the brave Pellacan youth, did moan 
Becaufe that art had no more worlds than one ; 
And, when he faw that he through all had pail. 
He dy'd, left he ihould idle grow at laff. 



ON TH.E DEATH OF Mr. JORDAN, 

Second Maftcr at Weftnrinfter SchboL 

HEnce, and make room for me, all you who cone 
Only to tHkd the epitaph on this tomb I 
Here lies the mafter of my teftder years. 
The guarcBiih of my parents' hope saA fears; 
Whofe govemmelit hfe'er ftdOd me in a tearf 
All wee{jihg was reftfrV'd to Q*hd it here. 
Come hither, all who his rare virtues knew. 
And mourn with mfc : he was yoar tutor too. 
Let 'sjom our fighs, ^l th^y fly far, and ihew 
HU native Belgia WhAt ftie * vtmqJw \x> ^ 
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The leAgae of pit f bids lier wkh vts Iftflietit ; 
By her he was brought forthi and hither fent 
In payment of ^ men we there had loft. 
And all the ^nglifii blood thofe wars have coft. 
Wifely did Nature «iis learn'd msdi divide; 
His birth was tjieirs^ his ^eath the mctimftil pride 
Of England 5 Attd> t' avoid the enVloas ftrife 
Of other lands, all Europe had his Kfo 
But we in chief; otir eountTy foon w« |;rown 
A debtor more to him> tliaii he to *s own* 
He pluckt from youth the folHes and the crimes, 
And built up men againft the future ttnfids ; 
For deeds of age are in their caufes then. 
And though he taught but boysi he made the men. 
Henec 'twas a mailer, in thofe ancient days 
When men fought knowledge firft> and by it praife. 
Was a thing fufl of reverence, profit, fame; 
Father itfelf was but a fecond name. 
He fconi'd the profit; his inflr unions all 
Were, like the feience, free and liberal. 
He deferv*d honours, but defpis'd them fOo, 
As much as thofe who have them others dO. 
He knew not Aat which compliment they Call; 
Could flatter none, but himfelf leaft of aU. 
So true, fo faithful, and (b jufl, as he 
Was nought on earth but his oWn memory; 
His memory, ^here all things written were. 
As tvLtt aoA &>gt MiA Fate's bodts they are. 
Thus he ifi tns (o vaft a treafure giin'd. 
Whim HtUthtufy came in, aid ftos^ Ttmm'^% 

1 z ^^' 
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And, having purcha»'d all that man can know^ 
He laboured. with 't to enrich others now; 
Did thus a new and harder talk fuftain. 
Like thofe that work in mines for others' gain : 
He> though more nobly, had much more to do» 
To fearch the vein> dig, purg;e> and mint it too. 
Though niy excufe would be, I muft confefs. 
Much better had his diligence been lefs ; 
But, if a Mufe hereafter fmile on me. 
And fay, ** Be thou a poet 1" men fhall fee 
That none could a more grateful fcholar have; 
For what I ow'd his life I '11 pay his grave. 



ON HIS MAJESTY'S RETURN 
OUT OF SCOTLAND. 

Tll7Elcome, great Sir ! with all the joy that 's due 

^ ^ To the return of peace and you; 
Two greateft bleffings which this age can know ! 
For that to Thee, for thee to Heaven we owe. 

Others by war their conquefts gain. 
You like a God your ends obtain; 
Who, when rude Chaos for his help did call. 
Spoke but the word, and fweetly order'd all. 

This happy concord in no blood is writ. 

None can grudge Heaven full thanks for it: 
No mothers here lament their children's fate* 
And like the peace, but Owxik ix comt^ \.wi^3a,\fc• 



^^ 
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No widows hear the jocund bells. 

And take them for their hufbands' knells ; 

} drop of blood is fpilt, which might be faid 

) mark our joyful holiday with red. 

was only Heaven could work this wondrous thing. 
And only work 't by fuch a king. 

rain the northern hinds may fing and plough, 

id fear no harm but from the weather now; 
Again may tradefmen love their pain. 
By knowing now for whom they gain; 

le armour now may be hung up to fight, 

id only in their halls the children fright. 

le gain of civil wars will not allow 

Bay to the conqueror's brow : 
fuch a game what fool v/ovld yenture in, 
lerc one muft lofe, yet neither fide can win ? 

How julUy would our neighbours fmile 

At thefe mad quarrels of our ifle; 
ell'd with proud hopes to fnatch the whole away, 
lilft we bett all, and yet for nothing play I 

w was the filver Tine frighted before. 

And durft not kifs the armed ihore ! 
t waters ran more fwiftly than they ufe, 
d hafted to the fea to tell the news : 

The fea itfelf, how rough foe'er. 

Could fcarce believe fuch fury here. 
w could the Scots and we be enemies grown ? 
at, and its mailer Charles, had madi^ w.^ ^xa« 

1 J ^"^ 
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No blood fo loud ts that of civil war : 
: It calls for daggers from fifar. 

Let 's ratbor go and feek p^t them and fame ; 

Thus^our fore-fathers got> thus left, a name : 

All their rich blood was fpent with gains. 
But that which fwells their children's veins. 

Why fit we ftill, our fpirits wrapt in lead ? 

Not like them whilft they liv'd, but now they 're dead. 

The noifp at home was but Fate's pdicy^ 

To raiie our fpirits more high : 
So a bold Uon^ ere he feeks his prey> 
Laihes his fide^ and roars, and then away. 

How would the German Eagle fear. 

To fee a new Guftavus there ! 
How would it fhake, though as *t was wont to do 
For Jove of old, it now bore thunder too ! 

Sure there are actions of this height and praife 
Deftin'd to Charles's days I 

What will th€ triumphs of his battles be, 

Whofe very peace itfelf is vi^ory 1 

When Heaven beftows the beft of kings. 
It bids us think of mighty things : 

His valour, wifdom, offspring, fpeak no lefs ; 

And we, the prophets' fons, write not by guefs. 



^^ 
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ON THE DEATH OF 

SIR^ANTHONY VANDYKE, 

THI FAMOUS PAINTE&. 

TT AND YKE is dead; but what txdd Mufc fhaU dare 
y (Though poets in that wari with painters jhare) 
T* expreG her fadnefs ? Poefy muft become 
An art like Painting here» an art that 's dumb. 
Let 's all Qur folemn grief in filence keep. 
Like fome fad pi^ure which he made to weep. 
Or thofe who faw 't; for none his works could view 
Unmov'd with the fame paifions which he drew. 
His pieces fo with their live objeds ftrive. 
That both or pidures feem, or both alive. 
Nature herfelf, amaz'd, do^s doubting ilap4> 
Which is her own and which the pater's hand; 
And does attempt the like with lefs fuccefs. 
When her own work in twins Ihe would exprefs. 
His all^refembling pencil did out-pafa 
The mimic imagery of looking-glafs. 
Nor was his life lefs perfe£t than his art^^ 
Nor was his hand lefs erring than his heart. 
There was no falfe or fading colour there. 
The figures fweet and well-proportipn'd were. 
Moil other men, fet next to him in view, 
Appear'd more fhadows than the men he drew. 
Thus itill he liv'd, till Heav'n did for him call; 
Where reverend Luke falates Urn &£%. oS >21i\ 
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Where he beholds new fights, divinely fair. 
And could almoft wifh for his pencil there ; 
Did he not gladly fee how all things ihine, 
Wondroufly painted in the Mind Divine, 
Whilft he, for ever ravilh'd with the fhow. 
Scorns his own art, which we admire below. 

Only his beauteous lady dill he loves 
(The love of heavenly objeAs Heaven improves) ; 
He fees bright angels in pure beams appear. 
And thinks on her he left fb like them here. 
And you, fair widow ! who ftay here alive. 
Since he fo much rejoices, ceafe to grieve : 
Your joys and griefs were wont the fame to be ; 
Begin not now, bleft pair ! to difagree. 
No wonder death mov'd not his generous mind; 
You, and a new-born You, he left behind : 
Ev'n Fate exprefs'd his love to his dear wife. 
And let him end your pidure with his life. 



PROMETHEUS ill-painted. 

HOW wretched does Prometheus' flate appear, 
Whilil he his fecond mifery fufFers here I 
Draw him no more ; left, as he tortur'd ftands. 
He blame great Jove's lefs than the painter's hands. 
It would the Vulture's cruelty outgo. 
If once again his liver thus fhould grow. 
Pity him, Jove I and his bold theft allow ; 
The Sames he once ftole from x5[v^^ %t^»x. Vilsa wow ! 
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ODE. 

HERE 's to thee, Dick; this whining love defpife; 
Pledge me, my friend ; and drink till thou be'ft 
wife. 
It fparkles brighter far than fhe : 
'Tis pure and right, without deceit; 
And fuch no woman ere will be : 
No ; they are all fophifticate. 

With all thy fervile pains what canft thou win. 
But an ill -favour 'd and uncleanly fin ? 

A thing fo vile, and fo fhort-Iiv'd, 

That Venus' joys, as well as Ihe, 

With reafon may be faid to be 

From the negleded foam derived. 

Whom would that painted toy a beauty move; 

Whom would it e'er pcrfuade to court and love ; 
Could he a woman's heart have feen 
(But, oh 1 no light does thither come). 
And view'd her perfedtty within. 
When he lay (but up in her womb ? 

Follies they have fo numberlefs in ftore. 
That only he who loves them can have more. 

Neither their fighs nor tears are true ; 

Thofe idly blow, thefe idly fall. 

Nothing like to ours at all : 

But fighs and tears have fexes too. 
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Here 's to tliee again ; thy fenfelefs forrows drown ; 
Let the glafs walk^ till all things too go round 1 

Again, till thefe two lights be four ; 

No error here can dangerous prove : 

Thy pafton, man, deceiv'd thee more; 

None double fee like men in love. 



FRIENDSHIP IN ABSENCE. 

WHEN chance or cruel buiinefs parts us two, 
What do our fouls, I wonder, do ? 
Whilft fleep does our dull bodies tie, 
Methinks at home they fhould not ftay. 
Content with dreams, but boldly fly 
Abroad, and meet each other half the way. 

Sure they do meet, enjoy each other there. 

And mix, I know not hqw nor where ! 
Their friendly lights together twine> 
.Though we perceive 't not to be fo ! 
Like loving flars, which oft combine. 

Yet not themfelves their own conjunctions know. 

'Twere an ill world, I '11 fwear, for every friend, 
if diflance could their union end : 
But Love itfelf does far advance 
Above the power of time and fpace ; 
It fcorns fuch outward circumftance. 

His time *s for ever, every where his place. 



FJHEND6«rP IN ABSEKCE. u^ 

'm there with tfaf e« y«t here with me Ijym 9i% 

laig'i in etch od\er'$ bean : 

Miracles ceiife »at yet in love. 

When he his mighty power will try, 

Abfence itfclf doe? bountcouj pfwe» 
ad ftrangdy ev'n our prcfencc rnvJuj^y* 

ire is the flame of Friendfhip, and divine. 

Like that which in Heaven's fun does fhine : 

He in the upper air and (ky 

Poes no efFe<^s of heat beftow ; 

But, as his beams the farther fly, 
e begets warmth, life, beauty, here below, 
riendibip is lefs apparent when tpo nigh, 

Lik^ obje^s if tliey touch the eye. 

Lefs meritorious then is love ; 

For when we friends together fee 

So much, fo much both one do prove, 
hat their love then feems but felf-love to be. 
ach day think on me, and each day I ihall 

For thee make hour? canonical. 

By every wind that comes this way. 

Send me, at leaft, a figh or two; 

Such and fo many I 'U repay, 
is (hall themfelves make winds to get tp you^ 

L thoufend pretty ways we 'U thmk upon. 

To mock our feparation. 

Alas 1 ten thoufand will not do : 

My heart will thus no longer ftay ; 

No longer 'twill be ke]pt froKi ^ti\x, 
t knocks agsLinU: the breaft to gel a'W^c?* 



^sA, 
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And> when no art affords me help or eafe, 

I feek with verfe my griefs t* appeafe ; 
Juft as a bird> that flies about 
And beats itfelf againft the cage» 
Finding at laft no pafTage out. 

It fits and fings, and fb overcomes its rage* 



TO THE BISHOP OF LINCOLN, 

UPON HIS ENLARGEMENT OUT OF THE TOWER. 

PARDON, my lord, that I am come fo late 
T' exprefs my joy for your return of fate I 
So, when injurious Chance did you deprive 
Of liberty, at firfl I could not grieve ; 
My thoughts awhile, like you, imprifon'd lay ; 
Great joys, as well as forrows, make a flay ; 
They hinder one another in the crowd. 
And none are heard, whilfl all would fpeak aloud. 
Should every man's officious gladnefs hafle. 
And be afraid to fhew itfelf the lafl. 
The throng of gratulations now would be 
Another lofs to you of liberty. 
When of your freedom men the news did hear. 
Where it was wifh'd-for, that is every where, 
*Twas like the fpeech which from your lips does fall; 
As foon as it was heard, it ravifh'd all. 
So eloquent Tully did from exile come ; 
Thus Jong'd-for he returrfA, ^»!i Osvw&C^'^^xftfc-^ 
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Which could no more his tongue and counfdis mifs; 

R<Mne, the world's head, was nothing without his. 

Wrong to.thofe facred alhes I fliould do. 

Should I compare any to him but you ; 

You, to whom Art and Nature did difpenfe 

The confulihip of wit and eloquence. 

Nor did your fate differ from his at all, 

Becaufe the doom of exile was his fall ; 

For the whole world, without a native home^ 

Is nothing but a prifon of larger room. 

But like a melting woman fuffer'd he. 

He who before out-did humanity ; 

Nor could his fpirit conflant and fledfaft prove, 

Whofe art 't had been, and greatefl end, to move. 

You put ill-fortune in fo good a drefs. 

That it out-fhone other men's happinefs : 

Had your profperity always clearly gone. 

As your high merits would have led it oh. 

You 'ad half been lofl, and an example then 

But for the happy-— the leaft part of men. 

Your very fufFerings did fo graceful ftiew. 

That fome ftrait envy'd your afflidtion too; 

For a clear confcience and heroic mind 

In ills their buiinefs and their glory find. 

So, though lefs worthy ftones are drown'd in night. 

The faithful diamond keeps his native light. 

And is 9blig'd to darknefs for a ray. 

That would be more opprefs'd than help'd by day. 

Your foul then moft Ihew'd her unconquer'd power. 

Was Stronger and more armed tliau the Tovj^i. 
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Sim tmkifid Fate ftil! Vunpt jf^or f^iritno ntdre; 
Sh* hM tfyM hei* weaknefs AnA ytnt Ibttnphhtf^. 
T' oppofe hiiil MB, wlio oAce hfis cemquctjr'd fo» 
Were now to be your rebfei, ddt f(mt k^i 
Fortune h^fMsdi^mh will fflore of providence ksve* 
And rather be yoitf Medd thAA b^ yottr 6mt* 



TO A LADY 

WHO MA1>£ touts t OK fiIl^G8« 

I Little thought the time wottW ever be, 
That I fhoxAd wit in dwarfi^ pbfles fee. 
As all words in few letters Rve, 
Thou to few words all fcufe do^ gire. 
'Twas Nature taught you this rare art> 
In fach a little much to fhew ; 
Who, afl Che good fhe did hnpatt 
To womankind, epitomiz'd in yoa. 

If, as the ancients did not doubt to fing, 
The turning years be well compared to' a ring. 
We '11 write whatever from you we hear ; 
For that 's the pofy of the year* 
This difference only will remain- 
That Time his former face dots fhew/ 
Winding into himfelf again ; 
JBttt your unweary'd wit is always new. 



T O A L A D Y; la/ 

'Tb &id duit cdtijftrerfi have an an Ibund out 

To carry (pirits confin'd in rings about ; 
The wonder now will lefs appear^ 
When we behold your magic here. 
You> by your rings» do prifoners take^ 
And chain them with your myflic {pdls, 
And^ the ftrong witchcraft fall to make« 

Lovej. the great devil, charm'd to thofe circles* dwells. 

They who above do various circles find. 
Say, like a ring th' Equator heaven does bind. 
When heaven ftiall be adom'd by thee 
(Which then more Heaven than 'tis wijl be)* 
*Tis thou muft write the pofy there ; 
For it wanteth one as yet. 
Though the fun pafs through 't twice a year ; 
The £un, who is efteem'd the god of wit 

Happy the hands which wear thy facred rings. 
They '11 teach thofe hands to write myfterious things^ 

Let other rings, with jewels bright, 
' Caft around their coftiy light ; 

Let them want no noble flone. 

By nature rich and art refin'd; 

Yet ihall thy rings give place to none» 
But only that which mufl thy mamage bmd* 



ie^o\.ociM^ 



tii COWLEY'S POEMS. 
PROLOGUE TO THE GUARDIAN: 

BEFORE THE PRINCE. 

WHO fays the times do learning diMow ? 
*Tis falfe; 'twas ne^er honour 'd fo as now. 
When yoti appear> great Prmcc ! our night is done; 
You are oui* moming-ftar, and ihall be' our fan. 
But our fcene 's London now ; and by the rout 
We perifh, if the Round-heads be about : 
For now no ornament the head niuft wear. 
No bays, no mitre, not fo much as hair; 
How can a play pafs fafely, when ye know 
Cheapfidc-crofs falls for making but a ihow ? 
Our only hope is this, that it may be 
A play may pafs too, made extempore. 
Though other arts poor and negledled grow. 
They '11 admit Poefy, which was always fo. 
But we contemn the fury of thefe days. 
And fcom no lefs their cenfure than their praife : 
Our Mufe, bleft Prince l does only' on you rely ; 
Would gladly live, but not refufe to die. 
Accept our hafty zeal ! a thing that 's play'd 
Ere 'tis a play, and adled ere 'tis made. 
Our ignorance, but our duty too, we ftiow ; 
I would all ignorant people would do fo ! 
At other times expedl our wit or art ; 
This comedy is afted by the heart. 
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THE EPILOGUE. 

THE play, great Sir 1 is done j yet needs muft 
fear. 
Though you brought all your father's mercieS here. 
It may offend your Highnefs ; and we 'ave how 
Three hours done treafon here^ for aught we know. 
But power your grace can above Nature give. 
It can give power to make abortives live ; 
In which, if our bold wifhes fhould be croil, 
*Tis but the life of one poor week 't has loft : 
Though it fhould fall beneath your mortal fcom. 
Scarce could it die more quickly than *twas bom. 



bN T^E DEATH OF 

Mr. WILLIAM HERVEY. 
" Immodicis brevis eft aBtas> 8c rara fenedius.*' Mart. 

IT was a difmal and a fearful night. 
Scarce could the morn drive on th* unwilling light. 
When fleep, death's imager left my troubled breaft. 

By fbm.ething liker death pofTeft. 
My eyes with tears did uncommanded flow. 
And on my foul hung the dull weight 
Of fome intolerable fate. 
What bell was that ? ah me ! too tnucK 1 kwow^ 

Vol. VIL K "^^ 
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Mr fATTt CDiL.paznDLp and zxrr gcnxk fOB^ 
l^'hy ik2.ft tikoa lei: zir ihcs ndkiadtvlac* 
Tby end fbr ever, zn£ icf Lie, to mom? 

O, tBo:: iiac kf: xne all ikoe ! 
Tby ibd and body, uim DeaziL's MgOBf 
Be£c%*d ^rocnd xkj bqUc hearu 
Did xkoc nidi mor: rrWhmrr jmrt^ 
Than I, my dearcf fdcnd ! do potrt bom dice. 

My dfOTtlt friend, wosld I liad dy'd far d«s^ 
Life and this world hencrfonii vn31 te£BDiE be. 
Nor fhaH I laaow hrreafttr cdiat to do. 

If once my griefs prore tefious too. 
SSent and fad I walk aboot all day. 

As fuCen ghofLs ftalk fpcecMcis by 

Where their hid trcafures He; 
Alas ! my treafure 's gone 1 whj do I fiay ? 

He was my fnend, the tnxeft friend on entb ; 
A ftrong and mighty influence jain*d our biitii ; 
Nor did we envy the moft foimdmg name 

By friendihip given of old to fame. 
None but his brethren he and fitters knew. 

Whom the kind youth preferred to me ; 

And ev'n in that we did agree. 
For much above myfelf I lov'd them too. 

Say, for you (aw us, ye immortal B^ts, 
How oft nnweary'd have we fpent tbe nights^ 
Till the Led^ean ftars, fo fam'd for lov^ 
Wboder'd at as fcom aiboN^l 
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We fpent them not in toys, in luSts, or wine; 

Bat fearch of deep Philofophy, 

Wit> £loqttence> and Poetry, 
Arts which I lov'd> for they> my friend> were thine. 

Ye fields of Cambridge, our dear Cambridge, fay 
Have ye not feen us walking every day ? 
Was there a tree about which did not know 

The love betwixt us two ? 
Henceforth, ye gentle trees, for ever fade; 
Or your fad branches thicker join> 
< And into darkfome fhades combine. 
Dark as the grave wherein my friend is laid I 

Henceforth, no learned youths beneath you fing, 
Till all the tuneful birds to' your boughs they bring; 
No tuneful birds play with their wonted chear. 

And call the learned youths to hear; 
No whifUing winds through the glad branches fly : 

But all, with iad folemnity. 

Mute and unmoved be. 
Mute as the grave wherein my friend does lie. 

To him my Mufe made haHe with every ftrain, 
Whilft it was new and warm yet from the brain : 
He lov'd nay worthlefs rhymes, and, like a friend. 

Would find out fomething to commend. 
Hence 410W, my Mufe ! thou canft not me delight: 

Be this my lateft verfe. 

With which I now adorn his hearfe ; 
And this my grief, without thy be\p> &idX>«fN!yt, 

K 2 V^^^ 
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Had I a wreath of bays about my brow» 

I fhould contemn that flourifhing honour now ; 

Condemn it to the fire, and joy to hear 
"It rage and crackle there. 

Inflead of bays, crown with fad cyprefs me ; 
Cyprefs, which tombs does beautify : 
Not Phoebus griev'd, fo much as I, 

For him who firft was made that mournful tree. 

Large was his foul ; as large a foul as e'er 

Submitted to inform a body here ; 

High as the place ^twas fhortly' in heaven to have. 

But low and fumble as his grave : 
So high, that all the Virtues there did come. 

As to their chiefell feat 
- Confpicuous and great; 
So low, that for me too it made a room* 

He fcom'd this bufy world below, and all 
That we, miflaken mortals ! pleafure call; 
Was fill'd with innocent gallantry and truth. 

Triumphant o'er the fins of youth. 
He, like the flars, to which he now is gone. 

That fhine with beams like flame. 

Yet bum not with the fame. 
Had all the light of youth, of the fire none. 

Knowledge he only fought, and fo foon caught. 
As if for him Knowledge had rather fought : 
'Nor did more Learning ever crowded lie 
In fuch a fhort uioiXal^tY- 
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Whene'er the ikilful youth difcours'd or writ. 

Still did the notions throng 

About his eloquent tongue> 
Nor could his ink flow fader than bis wit. 

So ftrong a wit did Nature to him frame. 
As all things but his judgment overcame; 
His judgment like the heavenly moon did fhow. 

Tempering that mighty fea below. 
Oh ! had he liv*d in Learning's world, what bound • 

Would have been able to control 

His over-powering foul ! 
We *ave loft in him arts that not yet are found. 

His mirth was the pure {pints of various wit. 
Yet never did his God or friends forget ; 
And, when deep talk and wifdom came in view, 

Retir'd, and gave to tliem their due: ' 
For the rich help of books he always took. 

Though his own fearching mind before 

Was fo with notions written o'er 
As if wife Nature had made that her book. 

So many virtues join'd in him, as we 

Can fcarce pick here and there in hiftory ; 

More than old writers' pradiice e'er could reach ; 
As much as they could ever teach. 

Thefe did Religion, Queen of virtues ! fwayj 
And all their facred motions fteer, 
Juft like the firft and higheft fphere^ 

Which wheels about, and turns aJll^t^.\«5icjwt>wvj* 
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With as mach zeal, devotion, fktty. 
He always liv'd, as other faints do die. 
Sdll with his foul fevere account he kept. 

Weeping all debts out ere he flept : 
Then down in peace and innocence he lay. 

Like the fun's laborious light. 

Which (fill in water fets at night, 
Unfullied with his journey of die day. 

Wondrous young man ! why wert thou made fo good. 
To be (hatch'd hence ere better underftood ? 
Snatch'd before half of thee enough was feen I 

Thou ripe, and yet thy life but green ! 
Nor could thy friends take their laft fad farewell ; 

But danger and infedlious death 

Malicioufly feiz'd on that breath 
Where life, fpirit, pleafure, always us'd to dwell. 

But happy thou, ta'en from this frantic a;ge. 

Where ignorance and hypocrify does rage ! 

A fitter time for heaven no foul ere chofe. 
The place now only free from thofe. 

There 'mong the bleft thou doft for ever fhine. 
And, wherefoe'er thou calls thy view. 
Upon that white and radiant crew, 

See'ft not a foul cloath'd with more light than thine. 

And, if the glorious faints ceafe not to know 
Their wretched fiiends who fight with life below. 
Thy Rame to me docs ftiU the fame abide, 
.Only more pur« axiA «jccf^'^ 
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There, whilft injimortal hymns thou doft rehearfe. 

Thou d^St wi^ holy pity fee 

Our dull and earthly poefy. 
Where grief and inifery can be join'd with verfe* 

Q D E. 

IN IMITATION OF HORACE'S ODE, 

" Quis multa gracilis te puer in rosa 

«* Pcrfufus," &C Lib. I. Od. 5. 

TO whom now, Pyrrha, art thou kind ? 
To what heart-ravifh'd lover 
Doft thou thy golden locks unbind. 
Thy hidden fweets difcover. 
And with large boimty open ie( 
All the bright ftores of thy rich cabinet ? 

Ah, fimple youth ! how oft will he 

Of thy chang'd faith complain t 

And his own fortunes find to be 
So airy and fo vain. 
Of fo cameleon-fike an hue, 

That dill their colour changes with it too ! 

How oft, alas ! will he admire 

The blacknefs of the ikies ! 
Trembling to hear the wind found higher. 

And fee the bUlows rife I 

Poor unexpcrienc*d he. 
Who nc*cr, sdas ! before had becii 2X i^\ 
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He* enjoys thy calmy fun-fhine now. 
And no breath ftirring hears ; 

In the clear heaven of thy brow 
No fmalleft cloud appears. 
He fees thee gentle, fair, and gay^^ 

And trufts the faithlefs April of thy May. 

Unhappy, thrice unhappy, he, 

T' whom thou untry'd doft fhine ! 

But there 's no danger now for me. 
Since o'er Loretto's Ihrine, 
In witnefs of the ihipwreck paft. 

My confecrated veffel hangs at laft. 



IN I M J T AT I ON OF 

MARTIAL'S EPIGRAM, 
*' Si tecum mihi, chare Martialis," &c. L* 5. Ep. 2 

IF, deareft friend, it njy good fate might be 
T' enjoy at once a quiet life and thee; 
If we for happinefs could leifure find. 
And wandering time into a method bind; 
We ftiould not fure the great-men's favour need. 
Nor on long hopes, the court's thin diet, feed ; 
We ftiould not patience find daily to hear 
The calumnies and flatteries fpoken there ; 
We ftiould not the lords* tables humbly ufe. 
Or talk in ladies' diambeis \ovt ^xv^ti^'^^\ 



IMITATION OF MARTIAL. 13^ 

But books, and wife difcourfe, gardens and fields^ 

And all the joys that unmixt Nature yields; 

Thick fummer fhades, where winter ftill does lie. 

Bright winter fires, that fummer's part fupply ; 

Sleep, not control*d by cares, confin'd to night. 

Or bound in ^y rule but appetite ; 

Free, but not favage or ungracious mirth. 

Rich wines, to give it quick and eafy birth ; 

A few companions, which ourfelves fhould chufc 

A gentle miftrefs, ^nd a gentler Mufe. 

Such, deareft friend ! fuch, without doubt, ftiould be 

Our place, our bufinefs, and our company. 

Now to himfelf, alas ! does neither live. 

But fees good funs, of which we are to give 

A ftrid account, fet and march thick away : 

Knows a man how to live, and does he flay? 



THE CHRONICLE. 
A Ballad. 

MARGARITA firft pofleft. 
If I remember well, my breaft, 
• Margarita firil of all ; 
But when awhile the wanton maid 
With my reftlefs heart had play'd, 

Martha took the flying balL 

Martha foon did it refign 

To the beauteous Caths;xme« 
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Bestuteous Cs^tharme gave pb^ 
(Though loth and angry (he to part 
Widi the pofieilian of my heart) 

To Eliza's conquering face. 

Eliza till this hour might reign. 

Had (he not evil counfels ta'en* 
Fundamental laws (he broke> 

And ftill new favourites fhe chofe^ 

Till up in arms my paffions rofe. 
And caft away her yoke. 

Mary then, and gentle Anne, 

Both to reign at once began; 
Alternately they fway'd; 
And fometimes Mary was the fair. 
And fometimes Anne the crown did wear. 
And fometimes both I' obey 'd. 

Another Mary then arofe. 

And did rigorous laws impofe; 

A mighty tyrant (he ! 
Long, alas ! fhould I have been 
Under that iron-fcepter'd queen. 

Had not Rebecca fet me free. 

When fair Rebecca fet n\e free, 

*Twas then a golden time with me : 
But foon thofe pleafures fled ; 

For the gracious princ^& dy'd. 

In her youth and beauty's pride. 

And Judith xeig^<&d isix her dead. 
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One month, three days> and half an hour> 
Judith hdd the fovereign power : 
Wondrous beautiful her face ! 

But fo weak and fmall her wit. 

That (he to govern was unfit. 

And fb Sufanna took her place. 

But when Ifabella came, 

Arm'd with a refilllefs flame. 

And th* artillery of her eye ; 
Whilfl fhe proudly march'd about. 
Greater conquefls to find out. 

She beat out Sufan by the bye. 

But in her place I then obey'd 

Black-ey*d Befs, her viceroy-maid; 
To whom enfued a vacancy: 

Thoufarid worfe paifions then pofleft 

The interregnum of my breaft; 

Blefs me from fuch an anarchy I 

Gentle Henrietta then. 

And a third Mary, next began ; 

Then Joan, and Jaiie, and Audria ; 
And then a pretty Thomafine, 
And then another Katharine, 

^nd then a long et catera. 

But fhould I now to you relate. 

The ftrength and riches of their ftate ; 

The powder, patches, and the pins. 
The ribbons, Jewels, and the imgs, 

2 ^\>a 
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The lace, the paint, and waiUke things. 

That make up all thdr magaaones ; 

If I fhould tell the politic arts 

To take and keep men's hearts ; 
The letters, embaffies, and {pies> 

The frowns, and fmiles, and flatteries. 

The quarrels, tears, and perjuries 

(Numberlefs, namdefs, myfterics !) 

And all the little lime-twigs laid. 

By Machiavel the waiting-maid ; 
I more voluminous fliould grow 
(Chiefly if I like them ftiould tell 
All change of weathers that befell) 
Than Holinftied or Stow. 

But I will briefer with them be. 

Since few of them were long with me. 

An higher and a nobler ftrain 
My prefent Emperefs does claim, 
Heleonora, firft o' th' name ; 

Whom God grant long to reign ! 



[ HI 3 

TO SIR WILLIAM DAVENANT, 

Upon his two firfl Books of Gondibert, 

Finiihed before his Voyage to America. 

METHINKS heroic poefy till now. 
Like fome fantaftic fairy-land did ihow; 
Gods, devils, nymphs, witches, and giants' race. 
And all but man, in man's chief work had place. 
Thou, like fome worthy knight with facred arms, 
Doft drive the monfters thence, and end the charms : 
Inftead of thofe doft men and manners plant. 
The things which that rich foil did chiefly want. 
Yet ev'n thy Mortals do their Gods excel. 
Taught by thy Mufe to fight and love fo welL 

By fatal hands whilft prefcnt empires fall. 
Thine fr^m the grave paft monarchies recall; 
So much more thanks from human-kind does merit 
The Poet's fury than the Zealot's fpirit : 
And from the grave thou mak'ft this empire rife. 
Not like fome dreadful ghoft, t' affright our eyes. 
But with more luftre and triumphant ftate. 
Than when it crown'd at proud Verona fate. 
So will our God rebuild man's perilh'd frame. 
And raife him up much better, yet the fame : 
So God-like poets do paft things rehearfe. 
Not change, but heighten. Nature by their verfe. 

With ftiame, methinks, great Italy muft fee 
Her conquerors rais'd to life agaiiv by xha^; 
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Rais'd by fuch powerful verfe, that ancient Rome 
May bloih no lefs to fee her wit overcome. 
Some men their fancies, like their f^th, derive^ 
And think all ill but that which Rome does give; 
The xharks of Old and Cathobck would find; 
To the fame chair would truth and fiction bind. 
Thou in thofe beaten paths diidain'ft to tread> 
And fcom'ft to live by robbiiig of the dead. 
Since time does all things change, thou think'ft not fit 
This latter age ftioukl fee all new but wit ; 
Thy hxicy, like a flame, its way does make. 
And leave bright tracks for following pens to take. 
Sure 'twas this noble boldncfs of the Mule 
Did thy defire to feek new worlds infufe; 
And ne'er did Heaven fo much a voyage blefs. 
If thouxanfl plant but there with like fuccefs. 

AN ANSWER TO 

A COPY OF VERSES 

SBNT ME TO JERSET. 

AS to a northern people (whom die fun 
Ufes juft as the Romifh church has done 
Her prophane laity, and does aflign 
.Bread only both to ferve for bread and wine) 
A rich Canary fleet welcome arrives ; 
Such* comfort to us here your letter gives. 
Fraught with brilk racy verfes ; in which we 
The foU from wliencc liverj cwsx^ \»&fc^feftVi.>^5Bd.(«c: 
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ch is your prefent to us ; for you muft know, 

', that verfe does not in this ifland grow^ 

) more than feck : one lately did not fear 

i^thout the Mufes* leave) to plant it here ; 

t it produc'd fuch bafe, rough, crabbed, hedge-* 

Lymes, as ev'n fet the hearers* ears on edge : 

litten by ■ — — — Efquire, the 

;ar of our Lord fix hundred thirty-three. 

ave Jerfey Mufe ! and he 's for this high ftyle 

ill'd to this day the Homer of the Ifle. 

as ! to men here no words lefs hard be 

) rhyme with, than • Mount Orgueil is to me ; 

ount Orgueil ! which, in fcom o' th* Mufes' law,. 

tth no yoke-fellow word will deign to draw. 

abbom Mount Orgueil 1 'tis a work to make it 

)me into rhyme, more hard than 'twere to take it. 

as ! to bring your tropes and figures here, 

range as to bring camels and elephants were; 

id metaphor is fo unknown a thing. 

Would need the preface of *'God fave the King.'* 

Jt this I'll fay, for th' honour of the place, 

lat, by God's extraordinary grace 

Thich fhows the people have judgment, if not wit) 

le land is undefil'd with Clinches yet ; 

hich, in my poor opinion, I confefs, 

a moft fingular blefling, and no lefs 

lan Ireland's wanting fpiders. And, fo far 

om th* adbiial fin of bombaft too they are, 

♦ The name of oae of the caftlei b Jcrfcy. 
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(That other crying fin o' th* Engliih Mufe) 
That even Satan himfelf can accufe 
None here (no not To much as the divines) 
For th* tnotus frimb primi to ftrong lines. 
Well« fince the foil then does not naturally bear 
Vcrfc, who (a devil) ihould import it here ? 
For that to me would feem as flrange a thing 
As who did firft wild beads into' iflands bring; 
Unlefs you think that it might taken be 
As Green did Gondibert> in a prize at Tea : 
But that 's a fortune falls not every day ; 
'Tis true Green was made by it ; for they fay 
The parliament did a noble bounty do, [teen 
And gave him the whole prize, their tenths an( 



THE TREE OF KNOWLEDG 

THAT THERE IS NO KNOWLEDGE, 

Againft the Dogmatics. 

THE facred tree 'midll the fair orchard gre 
The Phoenix truth did on it reft. 
And built his perfum'd neft; 
That right Porphyrian tree which did true Logick 
Each leaf did learned notions give. 
And th' apples were demonftrative ; 
So clear their colour and divine. 
The very ihade they caft dvd. oxivti: Vi^V^x.-^ o\it-(hi 
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*' Talle not," faid God; " ris mine and angels' meat; 

« A certain death doth fit, 
*' Like an ill worm, i' th' core of it. 
** Y€ cannot know and live, nor live or know and eat." 

Thus ipoke God, yet man did go 

Ignorantly on to know; 

Grew fo more blind, and ihe 
Who tempted him to this, grew yet more blind than he. 

The only fcience man by this did get. 

Was but to know he nothing knew : 

He ftrait his nakednefs did view. 
His ignorant poor eflate, and was afham'd of it. 

Yet fearches probabilities. 

And rhetorick, and fallacies. 

And feeks by ufelefs pride, 
^th iHght and withering leaves that nakednefs to hide. 

*' Henceforth," faid God, *' the wretched fons of earth 

" Shall fweat for food in vain* 

•** That will not long fuftain ; 
" And bring with labour forth each fond abortive birth, 

" That ferpent too, their pride, 

*' Which aims at things deny'd; 

*' Tiiat learn 'd and eloquent luft ; 
*' Instead of mounting high, Ihall creep upon the dpil." 



Vol. VII. L ^^K'^Ci^^ 
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REASON, 

THE USB OF IT IN DIVINB MATTERS. 

SOME blind themfelves, *caufc poffibly they may 
Be led by others a right way ; 
They build on fands, which if unmov*d they find, 

*Tis but becaufe there was no wind, 
Lcfs hard 'tis, not to err ourfelves, than know 

If our forefathers crr'd or na 
When we truft men concerning God, we then 
Truft not God concerning men. 

Vlfions and infpirations fome expe^ 

Their courfe here to direft ; 
Like fenielefs chemifts their own wealth deftroy. 

Imaginary gold t' enjoy : 
So ftars appear to drop to us from fky. 

And gild the pafTage as they fly ; 
But when they fall, and meet th' oppoiing ground. 

What but a fordid flime is found ? 

Sometimes their fancies they 'bove reafon fet. 

And faft, that they may dream of meat ; 
Sometimes ill fpints their fickly fouls delude. 

And baftard forms obtrude : 
So Endor's wretched forcerefs, although 

She Saul through his difguife did know. 
Yet, when the devil comes up difguis'd, llie cries, 

*' Behold I the God^ an"^^'' 
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Ib vain, alas ! thefc outward hopes are try 'd; 

Reafon within 's our only guide ; 
Reafon, which (God be prais'd !) itill walks, for all 

Its old onginal fall : 
And* iince itfelf the boundlefs Godhead join'd 

With a reafonable mind. 
It plainly ihows that myHeries divine 

May with our reafon join. 

The holy book, like the eighth fphere, does dune 

With thoi^and lights of truth divine : 
So numbeiiefs the fhu-s, that to the eye 

It makes but all one galaxy. 
Yet Reafon muft affifl too ; for, in feas 

So vafl and dangerous as thefe. 
Our courfe by ftars above we cannot know* 

Without the compafs too below. 

Though Reaibn cannot through Faith's myfterks Cec, 

It fees that there and fuch they be; 
Leads to heaven's door, and there does humbly keep. 

And there through chinks and key wholes peep; 
Though it, like Mofes, by a fad command, 

Muft not come into th' Holy Land« 
Yet thither it infallibly does guide. 

And from afar 'tis all defcry'd. 
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ON THE 

DEATH OF Me. CRASHAW. 

POET and Saint ! to dice alone are ^ven 
The two moil facred names of Earth and Heaven; 
The hard and rareft union which can be> 
Next that of Godhead with humanity. 
Long did the Mufes' banifh'd (laves abide. 
And built vain pyramids to mortal pride ; 
Like Mofes thou (though fpells and charms withibnd) 
Haft brought them nobly home back to their holy land. 

Ah wretched we, poets of earth ! but thou 
Wert living the fame poet which thou 'rt now ; 
Whilfl angels fing to tliee their airs divine. 
And joy in. an applaufe fo great as thine. 
Equal fociety with them to hold. 
Thou need' ft not make new fongs, but fay the old; 
And they (kind fpirits I) (hall all rejoice, to fee 
How little lefs than they exalted man may be. 
Still tlie old Heathen gods in Numbers dwell; 
The heavenlieft thing on earth (till keeps up hell I 
Nor have we yet quite purg'd the Chri(tian land; 
Still idols here, like calves at Bethel, ftand. 
And, though Pan's death long (ince all oracles broke. 
Yet ftill in rhyme the (iend Apollo fpoke : 
Nay, with the worft of heathen dotage, we 
(Vain men !) the nioxvft.et "^omaxi ^€&j \ 
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Find ftarsy and tie our fates there in a face. 
And paradife in them, by whom we loft it, place. 
What different faults corrupt our Mufes thus ? 
Wanton as girls, as old wives fabulous I 

Thy fpotlefs Mufe, like Mary, did contain 
The boundlefs Godhead ; fhe did well difdain 
That her eternal verfe employ'd ihould be 
On a lefs fubjeft than eternity ; 
And for a facred miftrefs fcorn'd to take. 
But her whom God himfelf fcorn'd not his fpoufe to 

make. 
It (in a kind) her miracle did do ; 
A fruitful mother was, and virgin too. 

♦How well (bleft fwan !) did Fate contrive thy death. 
And made thee render up thy tuneful breath 
In thy great miftrefs' arms, thou moft divine 
And richeft offering of Loretto's fhrine ! 
Where, like fome holy facrifice t' expire, 
A fever burns thee, and Love lights the fire. 
Angels (they fay) brought the fam'd chapel tlicre. 
And bore the facred load in triumph through the air: 
'Tis furer much they brought thee there ; and they. 
And thou, their charge, went finging all the way. 

Pardon, my mother-church ! if I confent 
That angels led him when from thee he went ; 
For ev'n in error fure no danger is. 
When join'd with fo much piety as his. 

* Mr. Craihaw died of a fever at Loretto, being newly chofen 
caMon ofth^t church, 
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Ah> mighty God 1 with ihaune I (jptsk % and grie^ 

Ah» that oor greateft faaks were in belief! 

And our weak reafon were ev'ii weaker yet. 

Rather than thus our wills too Urong for it ! 

His faiths perhaps, in fome nice tenets might 

Be wrong; his fife, I 'm fure, was in the right; 

And I myfelf a Cathofick wiU be. 

So far at leafl, great Saint ! to pray to thee. 

Hail, bard triumj^iant 1 and fome care bellow • 

On us; the poets militant bek)w I 

Oppos'd by our old enemy, adverfe Chance> 

Attacked by Envy and' by Ignorance,; 

Enchain 'd by Beauty, tortur'd by Dcfircs, 

Eicpos'd by Tyrant-Love to favage beafls and fires. 

Thou from low earth in nobler flames didft rife. 

And, like Elijah, mount alive the fides. 

Elifha-like (but with a wifh much lefs; 

More fit thy greatnefs and my litdenefs) 

Lo ! here I beg (I, whom thou once didft prove 

So humble to efteem, fo good to love) 

Not that thy fpirit might on me doubled be, 

I aik but half thy mighty fpirit for me : 

And, when my Mufe foars with fo ftrong a wing, 

'Twill learn of things divine, and firft of thee, to finj 
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THE PUBISHER TO THE READER. 1679. 

MEETING accidentally with this poem in mar 
nuTcript^ and being informed that it was a piece 
of the incomparable Mr. A. C.'i, I thought it unjuil to 
hide fuch a treafure from the world. I remembered 
that our author^ in his preface to his works f , makes 
mention of fome poems written by him on the late 
civil war, of which the following copy is queftionably 
a part. In his moft imperfcd and unfinifhed pieces, 
you will dilcover the hand of fo great a matter. And 
(whatever his own modefly might have advifed to the 
contrary) there is not one carelefs ftroke of his but 
what Ihould be kept facred to pofterity. He could 
write nothing that was not worth the preferving, bei^ig 
habitually a poet, and always infpired. In this pieqe 
the judicious rifader will find the turn of the verfe to be 
his ; the fame copious and lively imagery of fancy, the 
fame warmth of pafiion and delicacy of wit, that fparkles 

* This and the two following Poems are not given with certainty 
as Cowley* 8. They have been afcribed to him; arepoffiblyge« 
Duine; and therefore are preferved in this coUediion* 

f Seep, 16 of this volume. 
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in all his writings. And certainly no labours of a genios 
fo rich in itfelf, and fo cultiyated with learning and man- 
ners, can prove an unwelcome prefent to the world. 

WHAT rage does England from itfclf divide. 
More than the feas from all the world befide ? 
From every part the roaring cannons play. 
From every part blood roars as loud as they. 
What Engliih ground but flill fome moifture bears. 
Of young men's blood, and more of mothers* tears ?^ 
What air 's unthickenM with the fighs of wives. 
Though more of maids for their dear lovers' lives? 
Alas 1 what triumphs can this viftory (hew. 
That dyes us red in blood and blufhes too ! 
How can we wifh that conqueft, which bellows 
Cyprefs, not bays, upon the conquering brows ? 
It was not fo when Henry's dreadful name, 
Not fword, nor caufe, whole nations overcame. 
To fartheft Weft did his fwift conquefts run. 
Nor did his glory fet but with the fun. 
In vain did Roderic to his hold retreat. 
In vain had wretched Ireland call'd him great ; 
Ireland 1 which now moft bafely we begin 
To labour more to lofc than he to win. 
It was not fo when in the happy Eaft, 
Richard, our Mars, Venus's lile pofleft: 
'Gainft the proud Moon he th' Englifh crofs difplay'd, 
Ecljps'd one horn, and th' other paler made ; 
When our dear lives we ventur'd bravely there. 
And digg*d our own to gam C\ifv&? ^ fe^v^Owt^* 
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That facred tomb, which, ftiould we now enjoy. 

We fhould with as much zeal fight to deftroy ! 

The precious figns of our dead Lord we fcorn. 

And fee his crofs worfe than his body torn; 

We hate it now both for the Greek and Jew, 

To us 'tis foolifhnefs and fcandal too. 

To what with worfhip the fond Papift falls. 

That the fond zealot a curs*d idol calls : 

So, 'twixt their double madnefs, here 's the odds. 

One makes falfe devils, t' other makes falfe gods* 

It was not fo when Edward prov'd his caufe. 
By a fword ftronger than the Salique laws, [fight, 
Tho' fetch'd from Pharamond; when the French did 
With women's hearts, againft the women's right. 
Th' afflidled ocean his firll conqueft bore. 
And drove red waves to the fad Gallic (hore : 
As if he 'ad angry with that element been. 
Which his wide foul bound with an ifland in. 
Where 's now that fpirit with which at Creffy we. 
And Poi6liers, forc'd from Fate a vi&ory ? 
Two kings at once we brought fad captives home, 
A triumph fcarcely known to ancient Rome ! 
Two foreign kings : but now, alas 1 we ftrive. 
Our own, our own good fovereign to captive ! 

It was not fo when Agincourt was won; 
Under great Henry ferv'd the rain and fun ; 
A nobler fight the fun himfelf ne'er knew. 
Not when he ftopt his courfa a fight to view ! 
Then Death's old archer did more fkilful grow. 
And learned XQ (hoot more fure from \iC ^xv'^^S£^.\i's*^ \ 
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Then France was her own ftory fadly Uught, 
And felt how Cacfar and how Edward fought. 

It was not To when that vaft fleet of Spain 
Lay torn and fcatter'd on the Engliih main; 
Through the {n-oud world a virgin terror fbook ; 
The Auftrian crowns, and Rome's feven hills, (he ihook 
To her great Neptune homag'd all his ftreams. 
And all the wide-ftretch'd ocean was her Thames. 
Thus our forefathers fought, thus bravely bled« 
Thus fHll they live, whilft we alive are dead ; 
Such a£ts diey did, that Rome, and Casfar too. 
Might envy thofe whom once they did fubdue. 
We ,'re not their offspring ; fure our heralds lye ; 
But born we know not how, as now we die ; 
Their precious blood we could not venture thus : 
Some Cadmus, fure, fow'd ferpents' teeth for us ; 
We could not elfe by mutual fury fall, 
Whilft Rhine and Sequan for our armies call : 
Chufe war or peace, you have a prince, you know. 
As fit for both, as both are fit for you ; 
Furious as lightning, when war's tempeft came. 
But calm in peace, calm as a lambent flame. 

Have you forgot thofe happy years of late. 
That faw nought iD, but us diat were ingrate ; 
Such years, as if earth's youth return'd had been^ 
And that oki ferpcnt. Time, had caft his fkin ? 
As glorioufly and gently did they move. 
As the bright fun that meafures them above ; 
Then only in books the leam*d could mifery fee. 
And the unleam'<^ ne'er heard of m^ry. 

Thci 
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Then happy James with as deep quiet reigri'd. 
As in his heavenly throne, by death, he gain'd ; 
And, left this bleffing with his life fhould ceafe. 
He left 115 Charles, the pledge of future peace ; 
Charles, under whom, with siuch ado^ no lefs 
Than fixteen years we enduar'd our happincfs ; 
Till in a moment^ in the North, we find 
A tempeft ccmjur'd up without a wind. 
As foon the North her kindne& did repent ; 
Firft the peace-maker> and next war« ihe fent. 
Juft Tweed, that now^ had widt long peace forgot 
On which fide dwelt the EngUfli, which the Scot, 
Saw glittering arms fiiine fadly on hi5 face> 
Whilft all th' affrighted fifh fank down apace. 
No blood did then from this dark quarrel grow. 
It gaye blunt wounds, that Ued not out till now ! 
For Jove, who might have us'd his thundering power, 
Chofe to fall cahnly in a golden ihower ! 
A way we found to conquer, which by none 
Of all our thrifty anceftors was known; 
So ftrangely prodigal of late we are. 
We there buy peace, and here at home buy war. 
How could a war fo fad and barbarous pbaie. 
But firft by flandering thofe bleft days of peace i 
Through all the excrements of ftate they pry. 
Like emp'ricks, to find out a malady ; 
And then with defperate boldnefs they endeavour^ 
Th' ague to cure by bringing-in a fever ; 
The v/ay is fure to expel ^me ill, no doubt; 
The plague, we know, drives all difeafes out. 

What 
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What ibange wild fears did every morning breed* 
Till a ftrange fancy made us fick indeed ! 
And cowardice did valour's place fupply. 
Like thofe that kill themfelves for fear to die ! 
What frantic diligence in thefe men appears^ 
That fear all ills, and aft o'er all their fears i 
Thus into war we fcar'd ourfelves ; and who 
But Aaron's fons, that the firft trumpet blew ? 
Fond men ! who knew not that they were to keep 
For God, and not for facrifice, their fheep ! 
The churches firft this murderous do6bine fow. 
And learn to loll, as well as bury, now : 
The marble tombs where our forefathers lie. 
Sweated with dread of too much company ; 
And all their fleeping afhes (hook for fear. 
Left thoufandghofts fhould come and (hroud them there* 

Petitions next from every town they frame. 
To be reftor'd to them from whom they came : 
The fame ftyle all, and the fame fenfe, does pen, 
Alas ! they' allow fet forms of prayer to men. 
Oh happy we, if men would neither hear 
Their ftudied form, nor God their fudden prayer. 
They will be heard, and, in unjufteft wife. 
The many-headed rout for juftice cries ; 
They call for blood, which now I fear does call 
For blood again, much louder than they all. 
In fenfelefs clamours, and confufed noife. 
We loft that rare, and yet unconquer'd voice ; 
So, when the facred Thraciaalyre was drown'd- 
In the Biftonian women's imxtd. fovxtA, 
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The wondering flx)nes, that came before to hear. 
Forgot themfelves, and tum'd his murderers there. 
The fame loud ftorm blew the grave mitre down ; 
It blew down that, and with it ihook the crown. 
Then firft a ftate, without a church, begun j 
Comfort thyfelf, dear church I for then 'twas done. 
The fame great florm to fea great Mary drove ; 
The fea could not fuch dangerous tempefts move : 
The fame drove Charles into the North, and then 
Would readilier far have driven him back again. 
To fly from noife of tumults is no fhame ; 
Ne'er will their armies force them to the fame ; 
They all his cafUes, all his towns, invade. 
He *s a large prifoner in all England made ! 
He muft not pafs to Ireland's weeping fhore 5 
The wounds thefe furgeons make muft yield them more ; 
He muft not conquer his lewd rebels there. 
Left he ihould learn by that to do it here. 
The fea they fubjedl next to their command ; 
The fea, that crowns our kings and all their land. 
Thus poor they leave him, their bafe pride and fcom. 
As poor as thefe, now mighty men, were born : 
When ftrait whole armies meet in Charles's right; 
How no man knows, but here they are, and fight. 
A man would fwear, that faw this alter'd ftate. 
Kings were call'd gods becaufe they could create 
Vam men ; 'tis Heaven this fir ft affiftance brings. 
The fame is Lord of Hofts that 's King of ^ngs. 
Had men forfook him, angels from above 
(Th' Affyrian did lefs their juftice mo\^'\ 
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Would all have mufter'd in his jighteons aid* 
And thunder 'gainft your cannon would have fday'd. 
It needs not ib, for man defires to right 
Abus'd mankind, and wretches you maft £ght. 

Wor'fler firil faw % and trembled at the view; 
Too well the ills of civil war (he knew. 
Twice did the flames of dd her towers mvadc. 
Twice call'd ihe in vain for her own Severn's aid. 
Here firft the rebel winds began to roar. 
Brake loofe from the juft fetters which they boK; 
Here mutinous waves above thdr fliore did fweO* 
And the firfl ftorm of that dire winter fell. 
But when the two great brethren once a|^>ear'd9 
And their bright heads, like Leda's offspring, rcar'd; 
When thofe fea-calming fons from Jove were ^ied. 
The winds all fled, the waves all funk and died ! 
How fought great Rupert, with what rage and ikill I 
Enough to have conquered had his caufe been ill ! 
Comely young man I and yet his dreadful fight 
The rebels' blood to their faint hearts docs fright 
In vain, alas ! it feeks fo weak defence ; 
For his keen fword brings it again from thence. 
Yet grieves he at the laurels thence he bore; 
Alas, poor Prince ! they '11 fight with him no more; 
His virtue '11 be eclips'd with too much fame. 
Henceforth He will not conquer, but his Name. 

Here with tainted blood the field did ftain. 

By his own facrilege, and 's country's curfes, flain. 
The firft commander did Heaven's vengeance (hew. 
And led the rebels' van to fliadcs below. 

On 
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On two fair hills both armies next are feen, 
Th* affrighted valley fighs and fweats between; 
Here Angels did with fair expeftance ftay. 
And wiih'd good diings to a king as mild as they; 
There Fiends with hunger waiting did abide. 
And curfed both, but fpurr'd-on th' guilty fide* 
Here flood Religion, her looks gently fage. 
Aged, but much more comely for her age ! 
There Schifm, old hag, tho' feeming young, appears. 
As (hakes by calling flcins renew their years ; 
Undecent rags of feveral dyes (he wore. 
And in her hand torn liturgies (he bore. 
Here Loyalty an humble crofs difplay'd. 
And (till, as Charles pafs'd by, (he bow'd and pray'd. 
Sedition there her crimfon banner fpreads. 
Shakes all her bands, and roars with all her heads : 
Her knotty hairs were with dire (erpents twift. 
And every ferpent at each other hifs'd. 
Here ftood white Truth, and her own hoft does blefs. 
Clad i^th thofe arms of proof, her nakednefs ; 
There perjuries like canncms roar aloud. 
And lyes flew thick, like cannons' fmoky cloud. 
Here Learning and th* Arts met; as much they fear'd 
As when the Hunns of old wid Goths appear'd. 
What (hould they do ? Unapt themfclves to (ight. 
They promis'd noble pens the ads to write. 
There Ignorance advanced, and joy'd to fpy 
So many that durft fight they know not why ; 
From thofe who mod the (low-(bul'd monks difdain. 
From thofe fhe hopes the monks' dull age again. 

4 Here 
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Here Mercy waits, with fad but gentle look. 
Never, alas I had fhe her Charles forfook I 
For mercy on her friends to Heaven ihe cries, 
Whilft JufHce pulls down vengeance from the ikies. 
Oppreffion there. Rapine, and Murder, flood, 
Ready^ as was the field, to drink their blood : 
A thoufand wronged fpirits amongft them moan'cl» 
And thrice the ghoft of mighty Strafibrd groan'd. 

Now flew their cannon thick through wounded air> 
Sent to defend, and kill, their fbvereign there. 
More than he them, the bullets fear'd his head. 
And at his feet lay innocently dead; 
They knew not what thofe men that fent them meant, 
And aded their pretence, not their intent. 

This was the day, this the firft day, that fhew'd 
How much to Charles for our long peace we ow'd: 
By this fkill here, and fpirit, we underllood. 
From war nought kept him but his country's good. 
In his great looks what chearful anger fhone ! 
Sad war, and joyful triumphs, mix'd in one. ^ 
In the fame beams of his majefHc eye. 
His own men life, his foes did death, efpy» 
Great Rupert this, that wing great Wilmot leads, 
White-feather'd Conquefl flies o'er both their heads. 
They charge, as if alone they 'd beat the foe. 
Whether their troops follow'd them up or no. 
They follow clofe, and hafle into the fight. 
As fwift as flrait the rebels make their flight. 
So fwift the mifcreants fly, as if each fear 
Andjealoafy they fram'dYi2Ldt5x^x>3afi.m\Wt^, 
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They heard w*r*s iHM&c, and away they flew; 
The trumpets fright worfe thaii the organs do; 
Their fouls> which ftill new bye-wiys do invent 
Out at their wounded backs penrerfely went, 
Purfue ne more; ye noble vidors^ &scy, 
heft too ihuch conqueft lofe fo brave a day ! 
FcM- ftill the battle founds behind; and Fate 
Will not give all ; but fets us here a rate : 
Too dear a rate fhe fets ; and we muft pay 
One honeft man for ten fuch knaves as they; 
Streams of blacky tainted blood the field befmear> 
But pure^ well-colour*d drops fhine here and there | 
They fcom to mix with floods of bafer veins« 
Juft as the nobler moiflure oil difdams. 
Thus fearlefs Lindfey, thus bold A-ubignyi 
Amidft xtk6 corp^<^of flaughter'd rebels lie 2 
More honourably than ■ e'er was founds 
\\^fh tfoop9 of living traitors circled roundi 
Refl, valiant fouls> in peace ! ye facred pairi 
And all whofe deaths attended on you there> 
You *rc kindly welcomed to heaven*s peaceful coai^ 
By all the reverend martyrs' lioble ho^ : 
Your foaring fouls thfey meet with triumph, all 
Led by great Stephen their old general. 
Go, — — , now prefer thy flouriftiing ftate 
Above thofe mufder'd heroes* doleful fate ; 
Enjoy that life which thou durft bafely favei 
And thought'ft a faw-pit nobler than a grave. 
Thus many fav'd themfelvesi and night the tcCU 
Ifjght, that agrees with thebr datk ?iOasyRa\>«.^4 
Vol. VIL M ^^ ^^'^ 
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A difinal fhade ^ heaven's (ad hce o'erflowj 
Dark as the night flain rebels found bekw : 
No gentle ftars their chearfiil glorie$ reared, 
Afham'd they were at what was done, and fear'd- 
LeH wicked men their bold excnfe (hoold frame 
From fome ftrange influence, and fi> vaii their (haoie. 
To Duty thus. Order and Law incline. 
They who ne'er err from one eternal line; 
As juil the ruin of thefe men they thought. 
As Sifera's was, 'gainfl whom themfelves had fimglit 
Still they rebellions' ends remember well. 
Since Lucifer the great, their fhining captain> fell 
For tins the bells they ring, and not in vain; 
Well might they all ring out for thoufands (lain: 
For this the bonfires their glad lightnefs ipread. 
When funeral flames might more befit their dead : 
For this with folemn thanks they tire their God, 
And, whilit they feel it, mock th' Almighty's rod; 
They proudly now abufe his juiHce more. 
Than his long mercies, they abus'd before. 
Yet thefe the men^i&at true religion boafl:. 
The pure and holy, holy, holy, hoft I 
What g^'eat reward for fo much zeal is given ? 
Why, Heaven, has thank'd them fince as they tfaank'4 
Heaven. 
Wimefs thou Brentford, iky, thou ancient town. 
How many in thy ftreets fell groveling down : 
Witnefs the red-coats wearing in their gore. 
And dy 'd anew into the name they bore : 

Witnefs 
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D^itnefs their men blow'd up into the tar 
(All dements their ruins joy'd to Ihare) } 
In the wide air quiek flames their bodies tore^ 
Theni drown'd in waves* they 're toft by wares to Amtti 
Witnefs thou Thames^ thou waft amazM to fee 
Men madly run to fave themfelves in thee; 
In vain^ for rebels' lives thou would'ft iiot iave. 
And down they funk beneadi thy conquering walM^ . 
Good» reverend Thames ! the beft-belov'd of all 
Thofe noble blood that meet at Neptune's hall; 
London's proud towers> which do thy head adonip 
Are not thy g^ory now> but grief and feom. 
Thou griev'ft to fee the white-nam'd palace ihine> 
Without the beams of its own lord and thine : 
Thy lordi which is to all as good and freei 
As thou* kind flood ! to diine own banks canft bci 
How does thy peaceful back difdain to bear 
The rebels' bufy pride at Weftminftcr I 
Thou,* who thyfelf doft without murmuring pay 
Eternal tribute to thy prince the fea. 

To Oxford next great Charies in triumph came, 
Oxford^ the BHtifh Mufes' fecond fame. 
Here learning with fome ftate aiid reverence looks> 
And dwells in buildings lafting as her books; 
Both now etemali but they 'ad aihes been* 
Had thefe religious Vandals once got in. 
Not Bodley's noble work their rage would (pare. 
For books they know the chief malignants are. 
In vain they fllence every age before ; 
For pens of time to eome will wound them taote ! 

M z The 
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The temple*^ decent wealth, and medeft fiat^ 
Had fnffer'd; this their avarice, that dieir hate: 
Beggary and fcom into the church they 'd bring, 
And made God glorious, as they made the kmg: 
O happy town, that to lov'd Charies's fights 
In thofe fad times, gav'ft fafety and delight 
The fate which dvil \var itfelf doth blefs ! 
Scarce would'ft thou change for peace this happineii 
'Midft all the joys which Heaven allows thee here; 
Think 6n thy fifter, and then fhed a tear. 

What fights did this fad winter fee each day. 
Her winds and ftorms came not fo thick as they ! 
Yet nought thefe far-loft rebels could recall * 
Not Marlborough's nor Cirencefter*s ^IL 
Yet ftill for. peace the gentle conqueror fucs ; 
By his wrath they perifh, yet his love refufe. 
Nor yet is the plain lefTon underftood. 
Writ by kind Heaven in B — and H— *s bkxxL 
Chad and his church faw where their enemy lay. 
And with juil red new-madk'd their holy-day. 
Fond men ! this blow the injur'd Crofier ftrook; 
Nought was more fit to periih, but thy book. 
Such ^tal vengeance did wronged Charlegrove ihei 
Where — both begun and ended too 
His curs'd rebellion ; where his foul *s repaid 
With feparation, great as that he made. 
— , whofe fpirit mov*d o'er this mighty frame 
O' th' Britifh ifle,.and out this chaos came. 
— , the man that taught confufion's art ; 
His treafons refilefs, and ^^x xiQM^l<^\L<^:ac[X. 
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His ai^ve brain like ^Etna's top appear'd. 
Where treafcm *$ forg'd, yet no noife outward heaitL 
Twas he contrived whatever bold M-— faid. 
And all the popular noife that P — has made ; 
'Twas he that taught the zealous rout to rife. 
And be his flaves for fome feign'd liberties : 
Bhn for this black defign, hell thou;ght moft fit; 
Ah ! wretched man, curs'd by too good a wit ! 
If not all diis your ftubbom hearts can fright 
Think on the Weil> think on the Comi(h might ; 
The Saxon fury, to that fer-ftretch'd place. 
Drove the torn relics of great Brutus* race : 
Here they of old did in-long fafety lie, 
Compafs'd with feas, and a worfe enemy ; 
Ne'er till this time, ne'er did they meet with foes 
More cruel and more barbarous than thofe. 
Ye noble Britons, who fo oft with blood 
Of Pagan hofts have dy'd old Tamar's flood; 
If any drop of mighty Uther ftill. 
Or Uther's mightier fon, your veins does fill ; 
Shew then that fpirit, till all men think by you 
The doubtful tales of your great Arthur true : 
Yon 'ave ihewn it, Britons, and have often done 
Tlungs that have chear'd the weary, fetting fun. 
Again did Tamar your dread arms behold. 
As juH and as fuccefsful as the old : 
It kifs'd the Comifh banks, and vow'd to bring 
His richeft waves to feed th- enfuing fpring ; 
But murmured fadly, and almoft deny'd 
AH firmtM moUturc to the Devoa &ie. 

M 3 H^ 
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Ye fans of war, by whofe bold ads we fee 
How great a tbing exalted man may be; 
The world remains your debtor, that as yet 
Ye have oo( all gone forth and conqoer'd it. 
I knew that Fate fome v^onders for you meant^ 
When niatchlefs Hopton to yoor coafb ihe fent; 
Hoptpn ! fo wife^ he Qeeds not Fortune'^ s^d^ 
So fortunate, his wifdom *s ufelefs made : 
Should his fo-often-rtry'd companions fail. 
His ipirit alone^ and courage, would prevail. 
Miraculous man ! how would I iing thy praife, 
Had any MuTe crown'd me with half the bays 
Conquefb hadi given to thee ; and next thy nam* 
Should Berkeley, Staniung, Digby, prefs to fame. 
fGodolphin ! thee, thee Grenville I I '4 rehearfe, 
But tei^s break off my verfe I— 
How oft has vanquiih'd Stamford backward ^ed| 
Swift as the parted fouls of thofe he led ! 
How few did his huge multitudes defeat^ 
For moft are cyphers when the number 's gre,^t ! 
Numbers, alas ! of men, that made no more 
Th^ he himfelf^ ten thoufand times told o'er. 
Who hears of Stratton-fight, but mufl confefs 
All that he heard or read before was lefs ; 
Sad Germany can no fuch trophy boaft. 
For all the blood thefe twenty years (he 'as loft. 
Vaft was their army, and their arms were more 
Than th' hoft of hundred-handed giants bore. 
So ftrong their arms, it did almoft appear 
Secure, had neither arms nor men been ihcre. 
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In Hopton breaks^ in break the Comifh powers, 
Few> and fcarce arm'd, yet was th' advantage ours : 
What doubts could be, their outward ih-ength to win. 
When we bore arms and magazine within ? 
The violent fivord's outdid the muiket's ire ; 
It ftrook the bones, and there gave dreadful fire : 
We fcom'd their thunder; and the reeking blade 
A thicker fmoke than all their cannon made ; 
Death and loud tumults fill'd the place around 
^th fruitlefs rage ; fallen rebels bite the ground t 
The arms we gained were wealth, bodies o' th' foe. 
All that a fuU-fraught vidory can beftow ! 
Yet ftays not Hopton thus, but ftiU proceeds ; 
Purfues himfelf through all his glorious deeds : 
With Hertford and the Prince he joins his fate 
(The Belgian trophies on their journey wait) ; 
The Prince, who oft had check'd proud W— *8 fame. 
And fod'd that flying conqueror's empty name; 
Till by his lofs that fertile monfter thrivM; 
This ferpent cut in parts rejoined and liv'd : 
It liv'd, and would have ftung us deeper yet^ 
But that bold GrenviUe its whole fury met ; 
He fold, like Decius, his devoted breath. 
And left die commonwealth heir to his death. 
Hail, mighty ^o&, ! look from on high, and fee 
How much our hands and fwords remember thee ! 
At Roundway Heath, our rage at thy great fall 
Whet all our fpirits, and made us Greni^lles all. 
One thoufand horfe beat all their numerous power i 
Blefs me ! and where was then thai conqueror? 

M 4 Coward 
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Coward of fame, he flies in hafte away ; 
Men, arms, and name, leaves us, the vidors' prey. 
What meant thoTe iron regiments which he broaght^ 
That moving ftatues feem'd, and fo they fought ? 
No way for death but by difeafe appear'd. 
Cannon, and mines, and fiege, they fcarcely fear*d: 
Till, 'gaihft all hopes, they proved in this fad fight 
Too weak to ftand, and yet too flow for flight. ' 
The Furies bowl'd aloud through trembling air; 
Th* aftonifti'd fnakcs fell fadly from their hair: 
To liud's proud town their hafty flight they took^ 
The towers and temple^ at their entrance fliook. 
In vain tlieir lofs they' atten^pted to difguife. 
And muftered up »ew troops of fruitlefs lyes : 
God fought himfelf, nor could th- event be lefs ; 
Bright Conquefl w4ks the fields in all her drefs. 
Could this white day a gift ipore grateful bring? 
Oh yes ! it brought blrfs'd Mary to the King 1 
In Keynton field th.ey met ; at once they view 
Their fornver victory, and enjoy a new : 
Keynton, the place that Fortune did approve. 
To be the noblefl fcene of war and love. 
Through the glad yale ten thoufand Cupids fled. 
And chac'd the wandering fpirits of rebels dead ; 
Still the lewd fcent of powder did they ftar. 
And fcatter'd eafliem fmells through all the air. 
Look, h^ppy mount I look well 1 for this is (he. 
That toil'd and travelM for thy vidtory : . 
Thy flourifliing head to her with reverence bow; " 
To her thou ow'ft that (am^ vAiOa. ctowiis ^'ifc x^ksm^ 
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From far-ftretch'dihorcs they felt her fpirit and might ;' 

Pfinces and God at any diflance fight 

At her return well might (he* a conqaefl have ! 

Whofe very abfence fuch a conqueft gave.— 

This in the Weft; nor did the North beftow 

Lefs caufe their ufual gratitude to (how : 

With much of ftate brave Cavendifh led them forth. 

As fwift and fierce as tempeft from the north ; 

Cavendifh ! whom every Grace, and every Mufe, 

Kifs'd at his birth, and for their own did chufe : 

So good a wit they meant not (hould excel 

In arms ; but now they fee 't, and like it well : 

So large is that rich empire of his heart. 

Well may they reft contented with a part. 

How (bon he forc'd the northern clouds to flight. 

And ftruck confufion into form and light ! 

Scarce did the Power Divine in fewer days 

A peaceful world out of a chaos raife. 

Bradford and Leeds prop'd up their finking fame ; 

They bragg'd of hofts, and Fairfax was a name. 

Leeds, Bradford, Fairfax* powers are ftrait their own. 

As quickly as they vote men overthrown : 

Bootes from his wain look'd down below. 

And (aw our vidlory move not half fo flow. 

I fee the gallai^t Earl break through the foes ; 

In duft and fweat how glorioufly he fhows ! 

I fee him lead the pikes ; what will he do ? 

Defend him. Heaven I oh, whither will he go ? 

Up to the cannons* mouth he leads ! in vdn 

Tbe/fpeak loud death, and threaten, uVL^c^H^xa^ wi. 
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So Capaneas two armies fill'd with ^yonder. 
When he charg'd Jove, and grappled with hb thsnde 
Both hofts with iilence and with terror, ihook* 
As if not he, but they, were thunder- ftrook. 
The courage here, and boldnefs, was no lefs; 
Only the caufe was better, and fuccefs. 
Heaven will let nought be by their cannon done^ 
Since at Edgehill they finn'd, and Burlington* 
Go now, your iilly calumnies repeat. 
And make all Papifts whom you cannot beat ! 
Let the world know fome way, with whom you 're vo 
And vote them Turks when they o'erthrow you nexl 
Why will you die, fond men ! why will you buy 
At this fond rate your country's flavery ? 
Is 't liberty ? What are thofe threats we hear ? • 
Why do you thus th' old and new prifon fill ? 
When that 's the only why ; becaufe you will ? 
Fain would you make God too thus tyrannous hfy 
And danm poor men by fuch a itiff decree. 
Is *t property ? Why do fuch numbers, then. 
From God beg vengeance, and relief from men ? 
Why are th' eftates and goods feiz'd-on, of all 
Whom covetous or malidons men mifcajl ? 
What *s more our own than our own lives ? But oh 
Could Yeomans or could Bourchier find it fo ? 
The barbarous coward, always us'd to fly. 
Did know no other way to fee men die, 

• A line is here evidently wanting} but the dcfeft is in all 
copies iijdierto known* 
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Or is *t religion ? What then mean your lyes. 
Your facrilcg<8, and pidpit-blafphemics ? 
Why are all feds kt loofe that ere had birth. 
Since Lather's noife wak'd the lethargic earth? 
The Author 'went nojurthtrm 

THE PURITAN AND THE PAPIST. 
A SATIRE. 

SO two rude waves, by ftorms together thrown. 
Roar at each other, fight, and then grow one. 
Religion is a circle ; men contend. 
And run the round in difpute, without end: 
Now, in a circle, who go contrary, 
Muft, at the laft, meet of neceility. 
The Roman Catholic, to advance the caufe. 
Allows a lye, and calls it Pia Fraus; 
The Puritan approves and does the fame, 
Diflikes nought in it but the Latin name : 
He ^icfm with his devices, and dares lye 
In ytrf deed, in truth, and verity. 
He whines, and fighs-out lyes with fb much ruth. 
As if he griev*d *caufe he could ne'er fpeak truth* 
Lyes have poffefs'd the prefs fb, as their due, 
'Twill fcarce, I fear, henceforth print Bibles true. 
Lyes for their next fbong fort ha' di* pulpit chofe ; 
There they throng out at th' preacher's mouth and nofe. 
And, howe'er grofs, are certain to beguile 
The poor book-turners of the middle ifle ; 
Nay, to th* Almighty's fclf they have been bold 
To lye} smd their Ua^hemoas nnxa&At XsX4> 
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They nught fay falfe to God; for if diey wfere 

Beaten, he knew 't not, for he was not there. 

Bat God, who dior great thankftihiefs did fee. 

Rewards ^em ftrait widi another vidory, 

Joft fnch an oms as Brentford ; and, fans doubts 

Win weary, ere 't be long, their gratitude out 

Not all die legends of the faints of old. 

Not vaft Baronius, nor fly Surius, hold 

Such jdcnty of apparent lyes as are 

In your own author, Jo. Browne, Cleric. Par. 

Befides what your fmall poets iaid or writ, 

Broc^es, Strode, and die baron of the faw-pit: 

With many a mental refervation. 

You 'U maintain liberty :---Re{crv*d *' your own." 

For th* public good the fums rais'd you '11 difburfe; 

— ^Refery*d " the greater part, for your own purfc." 

You 'D root the Cavaliers out, every man ; 

— Faith, let it be referv'd here " if ye can/' 

You 'U make our gracious Charles a glorious kmg; 

—Referv'd *' in heaven"— for thither ye would bring 

His royal head; the only fecure room 

For kings ; where fuch as you will never come. 

To keep th* eftates o* th* fubjeds you pretend; 

—Referv'd *'m your own trunks." You will defend 

The church of England, 'tis your proteftadon ; 

But that 's " New"-England by a fmall Refervadon. 

Power of diipenfing oaths the Papifts claim; 
Cafe hath got leave of God to do the fame : 
For you do hate all fwearing fo, that when 
You We /worn an oath, ye break \x ftx^x 2L%«av, 
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A curfe upon you ! which hurts mofl theie nations^ 
Caralicrs* fwearing, or your proteftations ? 
Nay> though oaths be by you fo much abhor'd, 
Y' allow *' God damn me " in the Puritan Lord* 

They keep the Bible from laymen; but ye 
Avmd this, for ye have no laity. 
They in a foreign and unknown tongue ptay« 
You in an unknown fenfe your prayers lay ; 
So that this difference *twixt you does enfue,— 
Fools underHand not them, not wife men you. 

They an unprofitable zeal have got 
Of invocating faints, that hear them not: 
*Twere well you did fo; nought may more be feared, 
in your fond prayers, than that, they fhould be heard. 
To them your nonfenfe well enough might pafs. 
They *d^ne'er fee that i' th* divine looking-glafs. 
Nay, whether you *d worftiip faints is not known. 
For ye *ave as yet, of your religion, none. 

They by good-works think to be juMfy'd : 
You into the fame error deeper Aide ; 
You think by works too juftify'd to be. 
And ihofe ill-works — ^lyes, treafon, perjury. 
But, oh ! your faith is mighty; that hath been. 
As true faith ought to be, of things unfeen : 
At Wor'fter, Brentford, and Edgehill, we fee. 
Only by faith, ye 'ave got the viftory. 
Such is your faith, and fome fuch unfeen way. 
The public faith at laft your debts will pay. 

They 
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They liold free-nnll (tliat noaght Am ibds mi 
bind) 
As the great privilege of iiS nUmkind: 
You 're here more moderate ; for *us yoar i9teiit 
To make 't a privilege bat of parliament. 
They forbid priefts to marry : you worie doi 
Their marriage yon a]low> yet poniih too; 
For you 'd make priefts (b poor, that upon all 
Who marry fcom and beggary muft fall* 

TTicy a bold power o'er facred fcriptui^s take* 
Blot out fome daufes, and fome Hew ones make : 
Your great lord Jefuit Brookes publickly faid 
(Brookes, whom too little learning haUi made mad)j 
That to corred the Creed ye fhould do well> 
And blot-out Chriil's defcending into helL 
Repent, wild man ! or you '11 ne'er change> I jfear. 
The fentence of your own defcending there* 

Yet modeftly they ufe the Creed; for they 
Would take the Lord's-Prayer root and branch awa] 
And wifely faid a Levite of our nation. 
The Lord's-Prayer was a Popifti innovation. 
Take heed, you '11 grant ere long it fhould be iaid^ 
An 't be but to deiire your daily bread. 

They keep the people ignorant : and yott 
Keep both the people and yourfelves fo too^ 
They blind obedience and blind duty teach : 
You blind rebellion and blind fadtion preach; 
Nor can I blame you much, that ye advance 
That which can only fave you. Ignorance; 

3 "^LV^xi!^ 
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Though, Heaven be prais'd! *t has oft been proved 

well. 
Your ignorance is not invincible : 
Nay, fuch bdd lyes to God himfelf ye vaunt. 
As if you 'd fain keep him too ignorant. 

Limbus and Purgatory they believe. 
For lefler finners ; that is, I conceive, 
Malignants only : you this trick does pleafe ; 
For the fame caufe ye 'ave made new Limhufev ^ 
Where we may lie imprifon'd long, ere we 
A day of judgment in your courts fhall fee. 
But Pym can, like the Pope, with this difpenfe^ 
And for a bribe deliver fouls from thenccv 

Their coundls claim infallibility: 
Such muft your Conventicle-fynod be ; 
And teachers from all parts of th' earth ye call» 
To make 't a Council Oecumenical. 

They feveral dmes appoint from meats' t' abAuns 
You now for th- Irifli wars a faft ordain; 
And, that that kingdom might be fure to faft 
Ye take a courfe to fUrve them all 9X hA: 
Nay, ibough ye keep no evesi, Fridays, nor Lentg 
Not to drefs meat on Sundays you 're content; 
Th^ you repeat, repeat, and pray, and pray. 
Your teeth keep fabbath, and tongues working-day. 

They prcferve relicks : you have few or none» 
Unlefs the clout fent to John Pym be one ; 
Or Holles's rich widow, fhe who carry'd 
A relick i^ her woxab before ihe xaarry'd* 
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They in fucceeding Peter take a pride: 
So do you ; for your mafter ye 'ave deny 'd^ 
But chiefly Peter's privilege ye choofe^ 
At your own wills to bind and to unlooie* 
He was a fiflierman; you '11 be {o tOo» 
When nothing but your ihips are left to you i 
He went to Rome ; to Rome you backward ride 
(Though both your goings are by fome deny'd) 
Kor is 't a contradidion, if we fay> 
You go to Rome the quite contrary way* 
He dy'd o' th' crofs ; that death 's unufual now J 
The gallows is mod like % and that 's for you« 

They love church-mufic; it offends your fenfe. 
And therefore ye have fung it out from thence) 
Which fliews, if right your mind be underfloodj 
You hate it not as mufic^ but as good : 
Your madnefs makes you fing as much as they 
Duice who are bit with a Tarantula. 
But do not to yourfelves^ alas ! appear 
The moft religious traitors that e'er were, 
Becaufe your troops iinging of pfalms do go; 
There *s many a traitor has march'd Holbom fb. 
Nor was 't your wit this holy projeft bore; 
Tweed and the Tyne have feen thofe tricks before^ 

They of ftrange miracles and wonders tell : 
You are yourfelves a kind of miracle ; 
Ev'n fuch a miracle as in writ divine 
We read o'— th* devil's hurrying down the (wine* 
They have made images to fpeak : 'tis faid, 
Yoa a, dull image have 70x11 ^^^^^1 xr3Ar% 
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And, that your bounty in offerings might abound^ 
Ye' ave to that idd giv'n fix thmifand pound. 
They drive-out devils, they fay : here ye begin 
To differ, I confefs*— you kt them in. 

They maintain tranfubffantiation; 
YcffQ, by a contrary philoTophers'-ffone, 
To tranfubflantiate metals have the (kill. 
And turn the kingdom's gold to ir'n and ffeel. 
I' th' facrament ye differ; but 'tis noted, 
Bfead muff be fleih, wine blood, if e'er 't be voted. 

They make the Pope their head ; y' exalt for him. 
Primate and metropolitan, mafter Pym ; 
Nay, White, who fits i' th' infeUible chair. 
And mfoff in^lMbly (peaks nonfenfe there; 
Kay, Cromwell, Pury, Whiftler, Sir John Wray, 
He who does fay, and fay, and fay, and fay ; 
Nay, Lowry, who does new church-government wiih. 
And prophefies, like Jonas, 'midft the (i(h ; 
Who can fuch various bufinefs wifely fway. 
Handling both herrings and Inlhops in one day : 
Nay, all your preachers, women, boys, and men. 
From mafter Calamy to miftrefs Ven, 
Are perfedt Popes, in their own pari(h, grown; 
For, to out-do the (lory of pope Joan, 
Your women preach too, and are like to be 
The whores of Babylon as much as (he. 

They depofe kings by force : by force you 'd do it. 
But ^rft ufe har means to perfuade them to it. 
They dare kill kings : and 'twixt ye here 's the ftrifc. 
That you dare ihoot-at kings to iw^ ^to \ii^\ 

Vol. VIL N ^^^ 
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And what '9 the difference* piny^ wkpi^ l^ f^Q 
By the Pope*$ BuJl or ypiM" Qx general ? 
Three kifigjoms thus ye ftrive tQ make yov wu. 
And, like the Pope» uforp % triple cnywii* 

Such is your faith* fucb yoor n^gipn 1 
Let 's view your manners now» and ^«n I 've 4ppe> 
Your covetoufnefi let gafpmg Irelasd tell» 
Where Arft the Irifh lands, and next ye fell 
The Englifh blood* and raife rebellion here 
With that which fhould fuppreis a^id qnench it thofi 
What mighty Aim? have ye iqiiees&'d out 0' th' citjr I 
Enough to make them )>Qorj and fometbing witty- 
Exdfe, loan?, coptribntionp* poU-iftPmes, 
Bribes, plunder, and fuch p^rliamei^t privileges. 
Are words which ypu ne'er learnt in holy writ* 
Till th' Spirits and your Syiiod, mended it* 
Where 's all the twentieth part now* which hath hcea 
Paid you by fome* to forfeit the nineteen ? 
Where 's all the goods diftrain'd* and plunders paft? 
For you 're grown wretched pilfering knaves at W; 
Defcend to brafs and pewter, till of late* 
Like Midas, all ye touch'd muft need^ be platf. 

By >yhat vafl hppes is your ambition fed ? 
'Tis writ in blopd, and may be plainly read : 
You mud have places, and the kingdom fway ; 
The king mufl be a ward tp ypur lord Say. 
Your innocent Speaker tp the KpUs mu(l rife; 
Six thousand pound hath made him proud and wi^e. 
Kimboltpn for his father's place doth call, 
Would be Uke lumi-^wovilA Va ^^t^» ^^i?;* wA all I 
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ITaack would always be lord-^iayor; and fb 
May always be, %8 much as he is now. 
For the Five members, they (6 richly thrive. 
That they would always be but Members five. 
Only Pym doth his natural right enforce. 
By th' mother's fide he 's Mafter of die horfe. 
Moft fhall have places by thefe popular tricks. 
The reft muil be content with bifhopricks. 
For 'tis 'gainft fnperftition you 're intient; 
Firft to root out that great chnrch-omaqient. 
Money and lands : your (words, alas ! are dnuMi 
Ag^ft the Biihop, not his cap, or lawn. 

O let not fuch lewd facrilege begin. 
Tempted by Henry's rich, fucceisful £n I 
Henry I the monfter-ldng of all that age ; 
Wild in his luft, but wilder in his rage. 
Expc€t not you his ^te, though Hotham thrives 
In imitating Henry's tricks for wives ; 
Nor fewer churches hope^, than wives, to fee 
Buried, and then their land^ his own to be. 

Ye boundlefs tyrants ! how do you outvy ' 
Th' Athenians' Thirty, Rome's Decemviry I 
IfTfage, injuftice, crudty, as far 
Above thofe men, as you in number are. 
tVhat myfteries of iniquity do we ibe I 
New prifons made to defend liberty ! 
Our goods forc'd from us for property's ikke; 
And all the real nonfenfe which ye make I 
Ship-money was unjufUy ta'en^ ye fay ; 
XJnjdtJier fsur, you take die fiiips a.w^^« 
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The ffigh Commiflion you call'd tyranny : 
Ye did ! good God ! what is the High Committee * 
Ye faid that gifts and bribes preferments bought: 
By money and blood too they now are fought. 
To the king's willi the laws men ftrove to draw : 
The fubjeds' will is now become the law. 
'Twas fe^'d a new religion would begin : 
All new religions^ now, are enter'd in. 
The king delinquents to prote^i did ibive : 
What clubs> pikes, halberts, lighters, fav'd the Five 
You think th' parl'ment like your ftate of grace; 
Whatever fins men do, they keep their place. 
Invafions then were ^ar'd agsunft the ftate ; 
And Strode fwore laft year * would be eighty-eighu 
You bring-in foreign aid to your defigns, 
Firft thofe great foreign forces of Divines, 
With which (hips from America were fraught; 
Rather may (linking tobacco (liU be brought 
From thence, I fay : next, ye the Scots invite. 
Which you term brotherly-a(riftance, right ; 
For England you intend with them to (hare : 
They, who, Alas ! but younger brothers are, 
Muft have the monies for their portion; 
The houfes and the lands will be your own. 
We thank you for the wounds which we endure, 
Whilft fcratches and (light pricks ye feek to cure ; 
We thank you for true real fears, at laft. 
Which free us from fo many falfe ones paft ; 

• Vvi. \^i^a% 
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We thank you for the blood which fats our coftft. 
As a jaSi debt j^aid to great Strafiinrd's ghoft | 
We thank you fbr the ills receiy'd^ and all 
Which yet by ydur good care in time we Ihall ; 
We thank you^ and our gratitude 's as great 
As yours, ^^en you thanked God for being beat. 



TH» CHARACTER OF AN HOX.Y-SISTBR. 

SHE that can fit three fermons in a day. 
And of thofe three fcarce bear three words away ; 
She that can rob her hufband, to repair 
A budget -prieft, that nofes a long prayer; 
She that with lamp-black purifies her Ihoes, 
And with half-eyes and Bible foftly goes ; 
She that her pockets with lay-gofpel fiufFs, 
And edifies her looks with little ruffs ; 
She that loves fermons 4s fhe does the refi. 
Still Handing fii^that longefi are the beft; 
She that will lye, yet fwear Ihe hates a lyar. 
Except it be the man that wUl lie by her ; 
She that at chrifienings thirfteth for more fack. 
And draws the broadeft handkerchief for cake ; 
She that fings pfalms devoutly next the ftreet. 
And beats her maid i' th' kitchen, where none fee 't; 
She that will fit in (hop for five hours fpace. 
And regifier the fins of all that pafs> 
Damn at firft fight, and proudly dares to fayi 
Thar none can poflibly be fav'd \>\xx. xive^ 

- ' ' -N J 'Wax 
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That.lung reHgioll th at ndnd kar> 

And judge lAen'^ k^iUts iccerding to dieil' liair j 

That could kffdtd to debbt, wh6 Wrofe^ beft fiarf^ 

Mofes, Of Dod on the cxMiuiiahdemeiitss 

She that can figh* and ci^ <« Queen £liaid)etfa»" 

Rul at ite Pdperand fcratch-out «« (iiddcft deadi:" 

And for all this can give no reafbn why : 

This is an holy-£fter> verily. 
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SOME COPIES OF VERSES, 
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'L L fing of heroes and.of kings^ 
In miglity numbers^ xniglitydiings, 

pn, my Mufe 1 but::lo I the firings 
my great fong rebellious prove i 

e firings will found of -nought but love. 

roke them all, and put on new; 

is this or nothing fure will do. 

efe fure (faid I) will me obey; 

efe, fure, heroick notes wUl pky. - 

ait I began with thundering Jove, 

d all th'« immortal powers ; but Love, 

ve fmil'd, and from. my' enfeebled lyr« 

me gentle ^irs, fiickas infpire 

Idng love and foft defire. . 

•ewell then, heroes I. farewell, kings ! 

d mighty numbers, mighty things! 

^e ^dnes m^ hear( jufi to my firings. 
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n. 

DRINKING. 

THE thirfly earffi baka up die t£ng 
And drinks* andr|^s for dridc a^ah* 
I'he plants fucl&jn tike eard^ and ata' 
With conflant drinkbg frefit and fair; 
The fea itfelf (^bach CM wcMd dmik 
Should have but little need of dtwk)' - 
Drinks twice ten thoidandf nrexi xtjf^ 
So fiU'd that they o'crfitwr the 6q). 
The bufy fun (and Otoe Would gueft 
By 's drunken fiery face no k6) 
Drinks up the ieab vtA, when he 'aj^ doos^ 
The moon and flstifs driak uptkc ftit: 
They drink and dance by ihnr own li^^t; 
They drink and revel all th^ iliglkt 
Nothing m nature 's fbhcr ibuiid» 
But an eternal heal^ goes roond. 
I^ill up the bowl dtdl» m k Kgh^ 
Fill all the glaffes there ; for why 
Should every creature drink but I ; 
Why, man of morals, tell me why i 
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IIL 
BEAUTY, 

LIBERAL Nature did difpenfe 
To all thiifgi Htm fdr ih^ 6ii^t; 
And fome fhe afiit» v^ llh^ fdf^. 
And fome mth fwiftnefs M ^ etniHb; 
Some with hard hoofe dt tMtti daw^i 
And fome with horns or tifAeed jsiir^: 
And fome widi fcifle^, ind fMe with inh^s^ 
And fome with teeth, tttd fbme widi fting^. 
Wifdom to man ihe did stfibM, 
\^ifdom for ihield> •aM wit for fwbM. 
What to beauteous <w()(manidnd. 
What arms, what armouf, has ihe' atflJgh*d f 
Beauty is both^ for with the fm 
What arms, what SLnridttt, c^ co m jritte? 
What fleel, what gM^ tt Adaond, 
More impaffible is fouftd ? 
And yet what flame, what HglitiAlg, t^tt 
So great an adtive force did beiar f 
They are all weapon, imd they' da!rt 
Like porcupines (cmt every pan. 
Whoca^^ates! theSr ft^ttigA ex|)fcft, 
Arm'd, when they themfd^es unfr^. 
Cap-a-pie with nakedneft ? 
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IV- 

•the duel. 

^CT' E S, I will love then, I will lovej 

^ I will not now Love's rebel prove, 
Though I was once his enemy; 
Though ill-advis'd and ftubbom I> 
Did to the combat him defy. 
An helmet* fpear, and mighty fhield| 
Like fome new Ajax, I did wield. 
Love in one hand his bow did take« 
In th' other hand a dart did fhake ; 
But yet in vain the dart did throw^ 
In vain he often drew the bow ; 
So well my armour did refift. 
So oft by flight the blow I raift : 
But, when I thought all danger paft^ 
His quiver empty M quite at laft, 
Inftead of arrow or of dart 
He (hot himfelf into my heart. 
The living and the killing arrow 
Ran through the fkin^ the flefh, the blood. 
And broke the bones, and fcorch'd the marrowj 
No trench or work of life withftood. 
In vain I now the walls maintain ; 
I fet out guards and fcouts in vain ; 
Since th' enemy docs vm!iMsi itxcksixu 
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Ia vain a breafl;-plate now I wear* 
Since in my bread the foe I bear ; 
In vain my feet their fwiftnefs try; 
For from the body can they fly ? 



V. 
AGE. 

OFT am I by the women told. 
Poor Anacreon ! thou grow'ft old : 
Look how thy hairs are falling all ; 
Poor Anacreon, how they fall I 
Whether I grow old or no. 
By th* effedls I do not know; 
This I know, without being told, 
'Tis time to live, if I grow old ; 
*Tis time ihort pleafures now to take. 
Of little life the bed to make. 
And manage wifely the lail ftake. 
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VL 
THE ACCOUNT. 

WHEN all the ftars are by thee told 
(The endlefs fums of heavenly gold) ; 
Or when the hairs are reckoned all, 
From fickly autumn's head that fall ; 
Or when the drops that make the fea, 
WhilH all her (ands thy couutcrs hz \ 
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Thou then» and thoa alone, may'ft prove 
Th' arithmetician of my love. 
An hundred loves at Adiens fcore^ 
At Corinth write an hundred more : 
Fair Corinth does fnch beauties bear» 
So few, is an efcaping there. 
Write then at Chios feventy-threc ; 
Write then at Lefbos (let me fee) 
Write me at Le(bo3 maety doiirQ, 
Full ninety loves, and half a one. 
And» next to thefe> let me preienJc 
The fair Ionian regiment ; 
And next the Carian company; 
Five hundred both elFeftively. 
Three hundred more at Rhodes and Crete ; 
Three hundred 'tis, I *m furc, complete ; 
For arms at Crete each face ioct hear> 
And every eye *s an archer dieie. 
Go on : this flop why doft thou make ? 
Thou think'il, perhaps, that I miflake. 
Seems this to thee too great a fum ? 
Why many thoufands are to come ; 
The mighty Xerxes could not l^oaft 
Such diiFerept nations in his hoil. 
On ; for my love, if thou be*ft wearjr. 
Mud find fbme better fecretary. 
I have not yet my Perfian told, 
Nor yet my Syrian loves enrolled. 
Nor Indian, nor Arabian ; 
Nor Cyprian loves, nor Mncaxv, 

4 
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Nor Scythian nor Italut^ Aames ; 
There 's a whole map behind pf oami^s 
Of gentle loves i* th* t^mppf^ nofif. 
And cold ones in the frigid imc» 
Cold frozen loves, with which I pine. 
And parched loves beneath the Lme. 

VII. 
G Q L p. 

A Mighty pain to love it is. 
And 'tis a pain diat pain to mifs; 
Bat, of all pains, the greateft pain 
It is to love, but love in vain. 
Virtue now, nor noble blood. 
Nor wit, by Love is vinderilood ; 
Gold alone does paflion move. 
Gold monopolizes love ; 
A corfe on her, and on die man 
Who this traifick iirft began I 
A corfe on him who foun4 the ore ! 
A curfe on him who digg'd the ftore ! 
A corfe on him who did refine it ! 
A corfe on him who firil did coin it ! 
A corfe, all curfes elfe above. 
On him who os'd it firH in love ! 
Gold begets in brethren hate ; 
GM in families debate ; 
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Gold does friendflups feparate^ 
Gold does civil'wars create. 
Thefe the fmalleft harms of it I 
Gold> alas ! does love beget* 

VIII. 
THE EPICURE* 

FI L L the bowl with rofy wiiie ! 
Around our temples rofes twiiie I 
And let us chearfully awhile. 
Like the wine and rofes, fmile. 
Crown'd with rofes, we contemn 
Gyges' wealthy diadem. 
To-day is ours ; what do we fear ? 
To-day is ours ; we have, it here : 
Let 's treat it kindly, that it may 
Wifh, at leaft, with us to ftay. 
Let 's banifti bufmefs, banifti forrow; 
To the Gods belongs ^p-morrow. 

IX. 
ANOTHER. 

UNderneath this myrtle fhade^ 
On flowery beds fupinely laid. 
With odorous oils my head o'er-flowing* 
And around it rofes gxovnxv^» 
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^^at fiiould I do but drink away 
The heat and troubles of the day ? 
In this more than kingly ftate 
Love himfelf fhall on me wait. 
Fill to nic. Love, nay fill it up ; 
And mingled caft into the cup 
Wit, and mirth, and noble fires. 
Vigorous health and gay deiires. 
The wheel of life no lefs will ftay 
In a fmooth than rugged way : 
Since it equally doth flee. 
Let the motion pleafant be. 
Why do we precious ointments Ihower f 
Nobler wines why do we pour ? 
Beauteous flowers why do we fpread. 
Upon the monuments of the dead ? 
Nothing they but duft can (how. 
Or bones that haften to be fo. 
Crown me with rofes whilft I live. 
Now your wines and ointments give; 
After death I nothing crave. 
Let me alive my pleafures have. 
All are Stoics in the grave. 
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THE GRASSHOPI^EIL 

HAPPY infea ! whit C^ be 
In happinefs coxnpar'd to thee ? 
Fed with nouriihment divine^ 
The dewy morning's gentle winc I 
Nature waits upon thee flill. 
And thy verdant cup does fill ; 
'Tis fill'd wherever thou doll treid. 
Nature's felf 's thy Ganymede. 
Thou doft drink, and dance, and iing 5 
Happier than the hfeppklft kiiig 1 
All the fields which thou doft fee. 
All the plants, belong to thee ; 
All that fummer-hojurs produce. 
Fertile made with early juice. 
I^lan for thee does fow and f^ow; 
Farmer he, and landlord thou ! 
Thou doft innocently joy ; 
Nor does thy luxury deftroy ; 
The (hepherd gladly heareth thee. 
More harmonious than he. 
Thee country hinds with gladnefs hear. 
Prophet of the ripen'd year ! 
Thee Phoebus loves, and does infpire ; 
Phcsbus is himfclf tbiy ^te» 
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To thee, of all things upon e&rth. 

Life is no longer tbin ^y fflifth; 

Happy infedl, happy thou ! 

Doft neither age nor vtrbter kli^W; 

But, when thou '1! dmhki taid dinC'd, mA txMtBg 

Thy fill, the flowery Itxvcs amcnil|^ 

(Voluptuous, and wife withak 

Epicurean animal !) 

Sated with thy fummer fcaft* 

'f'hou retir*ft to ttidtefs reft. 



THE SWALLOW: 

FO O L I S H pf atcf", WhSt doft thotf 
So early at my window do. 
With thy tunel?fs fefeftatte f 
Well 't had beeii had tef etis ttadfe 
Thee as du^mb as Philomel ; 
There Ms knife had done but welK 
In thy undifcover'd rteft 
Thou doft all the winter f eft. 
And dreameft o'er thy (Unlnter joys; 
Free from the ftot-my ftifohs' ftoife : 
Free from th' ill thou 'ft doite to nie; 
Who difturbs or feeks-out thee ? 
Hadft thou all the charming notes 
Of the wood's poetic throits, 

O 2 K^ 
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All thy art could never pay 
What thou 'ft ta'en ftom me away. 
Cruel bird 1 thou *ft ta'en away 
A dream out of my- arms to*day ; 
A dream, that ne'er muft equal'd be 
By all that waking eyes may fee* 
Thou, this damage to repair. 
Nothing half fo fweet or fair. 
Nothing half fo good, canft bring. 
Though men fay thou bring'ft the i^ring, 

ELEGY UPON ANACREON, 

WHO WAS CH0AKE1> BY A GRAPE-STONB. 

Spoken by the God of Love. 

HOW fhall I lament thine end. 
My beft fervant, and my friend ? 
Nay, and, if /rom a Deity 
So much deified as I, 
It found not too profane and odd. 
Oh, my matter and my god I 
For 'tis true, moft mighty poet ! 
(Though I like not men fhould know it) 
I am in naked nature lefs, 
Lefs by much, than in thy drefs. 
All thy verfe is fofter far 
Than the downy feathers asc 
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Of my wings, or of n 
Of my mother's doVe 
Sweet as lovers' fre(h< 
Or their riper followii 
Graceful, cleanly, fmc 
All with Veilus' girdlt 
And thy life was all tl 
Kind and gentle as th] 
The fmooth-pac'd hoi 
Glided numeroufly aw 
Like thy verfe each h< 
Sweet and (hort, like t 
Some do but their y 
Juft what they by natt 
The time that *s mme. 
The certain tribute of 
When they grow old, 1 
Too bufy, or too wife. 
Thou wert wifer, and • 
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Where I the matter mull obey^ 

And cannot work plate out of clay* 

My creatures fhould be all like the^i 

'Tis thou ftiouldft their idea be : 

They, like thee, fhould throughly haj^^ 

Bufinefs, honour, title, flate; 

Other wealth they fhould not know. 

But what my living mines beflow; 

The pomp of kings, they fhould confef?^ 

At their crownings, to be lefs 

Than a lover's humblefl guife. 

When at his miflrefs' feet he lies. 

B umour they no more fhould mind 

Than men fafe -landed do the wind ; 

Wifdom itfelf they fhould not hear. 

When it prefumes to be fevere : 

Beauty alone they fhould admire. 

Nor look at Fortune's vain attire. 

Nor afk what parents it can fhew ; 

With dead or old 't has nought to dp. 

They fhould not love yet all or any. 

But very much and very many : 

All their life fhoujd gilded be 

With mirth, and wit, and gaiety ; 

Well remembering and applying 

The neceffity of dying. 

Their chearful heads fhoqld always wear 

All that crowns the flowery year : 

They fhould always laugh, and fing. 

And dance, and ftxike ^' \v^xm<cyw>iv^%;m<^% 
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Verfe ihould from tfteir ton j^ fb ipw,. 

As if it in the mouth did grqw. 

As fwiftly anfwering thm, commaiu^ 

As tunes obey the artful hani 
And whilft I do thus difcover 
Th' ingredients of a happy Ipver, 
*Tis, my Anacreon ! for thy fake 
I of the grape no menripp niakc. 
Till my Anacreon by thee fell, 
Curfcd plant I JJpv'd thee well j 
And 'twas oft my wanton ufe 
To dip my arrows in thy juice. 
Cur fed plant ! 'ti^ true, I fee, 
Th* old report that goes of thee— ;■ 
That, with giants' blood the earth 
Staiii'd and poifon'd, gave thee birth; 
And now thou wreak'ft thy ancient fpitp 
On men in whom the gods delight. 
Thy patron Bacchus, 'tis no wonder. 
Was brought forth in flames and thunder j 
In rage, in quarrels, and in fights, 
Worfe than his tigers, he delights ; 
In all our heaven I think there be 
No fuch ill-natur'd God as he. 
Thou pretendeft, traiterous Wine ! 
To be the Mufes' friend and mine : 
With love and wit thou doll begin, 
Falfe fires, alas ! to draw us in; 
Which, if our courfe we by them keep^ 
Mifguide to m^nefs or to fleep ; 

O it ^v«^ 
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Sleep were well; thoa 'aft learnt a way 
To death itfelf now to betray. 

It grieves me when I fee what fiite' 
Does on the beft of mankind wait. 
Poets or lovers let them be, 
*Tis neither love nor poefy 
Can arm> againft death's JTmalle^dart^ 
The poet's head or lover's heart; 
But when their life, in its decline. 
Touches th' inevitable line. 
All the world 's mortal to them then. 
And wine is aconite to men ; 
Nay, in death's hand, the grape-ftone proves 
As (brong as thunder is in Jove's. 
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SEVERAL OCCASIONS*. 



Tbefe verfes were not included among thofe which Mr* 
Rowley himfelf ftyled " Mifcellanies;** but were claflcd by Bi- 
hop Sprat under the title by which they are here diftinguiihed* N« 
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CHRIS T'8 PASSION, 

i'aken out of » Greek Ode> written by Mr. ifizA^rs, 
of New-Colkge in Oxibr4* 

ENOUGH, my Mufe ! of earthly things. 
And infpirations but of wind; 

Take up thy lute, ancj to it bind 

Loud and everlafting firings ; 

And on them pUy> and to them fmg,* 

The happy mournful ftories. 

The lamentable glories. 

Of the great crucified King, 
lountainous heap of wonders ! which doll rife 

Till earth thou joineft with the fldes ! 
'oo large at bottom, and at top too highi 

To be half feen by mortal eye ! 

How Ih^ll I graip this boundlefs thing ? 

What fhall I play ? what fhall I fmg ? 
'11 fing the mighty riddle of myfterious love, 
^ch neither wretched men below, nor bleir^4 Q>irits 
above. 

With all their comments can explain ; 
ow all the wjiole world's life to die did not diickin ! 

'11 fing the fearchleffi depths of the campaffio» Divine, 

The depths unfatbom'd yet 
By reafon's plummet and the line of wit i 
Too light the plummet, ^ u>^,fl^Qfl^^^fittK.^ 
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How the eternal Father did beftow 
His own eternal Son as ranfbm for hb (6c, 
I '11 fing aloud, that all the world may hear 
The triumph of the buried Conqueror. 
How hell was by its prifoner captive led« 
And the great flayer. Death, ihdn by the dead« 

Methinks I hear of murdered men the voice, . 
Mixt with the murderers' confufed noife, 

Sound from the top of Calvary; 
My greedy eyes fly up the hill, and fee 
Who 'tis hangs there the midmoft of the three; 
Oh, how unlike the others he ! 
Look, how he bends his gentle head with bleffings from 
the tree ! 
His gracious hands, ne'er ftretch'd but to do good* 
Are nail'd to the infamous wood I 
And finful man does fondly bind 
The arms, which he extends t' embrace all human-kind. 

Unhappy man ! canft thou Hand by and fee 
All this as patient as he ? 
Since he thy fms does bear. 
Make thou his fufferings thine own. 
And weep, and figh, and groan. 
And beat thy breafl, and tear 
Thy garments and thy hair. 
And let thy grief, and let thy love. 
Through all xhy blct^^Ww^^ laaN^* 
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Doll thou not fee thy prince in purple dad all o'er. 
Not purple brought from the Sidonian (hore. 

But made at home with richer gore ? 
Doft thou not fee the rofes which adorn 

The thorny garland by him worn ? 

Doft thou not fee the livid traces 

Of the fharp fcourges* rude embraces ? 

If yet thou feeleft not the fmart 

Of thorns and fcourges in thy heart ; 

If that be yet not crucify 'd ; 
Look on his hands, look on his feet, look on his Mc ! 



Open, oh ! open wide the fountains of thine eyes. 
And let them call 
Their flock gf moifture forth where'er it lies ! 

For this will afk it all. 
*Twould all, alas ! too little be. 
Though thy fait tears come from a fea. 
Canil thou deny him this, when he 
Has open'd all his vital fprings for thee ? 
Take heed ; for by his fide's myfterious flood 

May well be underflood. 
That he will ftill require fome waters to his blood. 
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OK OR IK da's POfiMS^ 

WE allow'd you b^aUty^ and we did fubmh j 
To all the tyrannies of it; ( 

Ah ! cruel fex, will yOu depofe us too in wi^ ? J 

Orinda * does in thftt too reign ; 
Does man behind her in proud triumph draw* 
And e&Acel great Apollo's Salique law. 

We our old title plead in vain, 
Man may be head, but woman 's noiv the brain; 

Verfe was Love'^s fii-e-ai'ms h»et<5fdte. 

In Beauty's camp it wis ftOt kifowh ; 
Too many arms befidtfs thst £Cliqu<*i-(51' btfr6 : 

'Twas the great canlloh we brought down 

T' aflault a ftubb6fn town ; 
Orinda iirft did a bold Mly fflike. 

Our ftrorigeft quarter take. 

And fo fuccefsful pf6v% that ihe 
Turn'd upon Love hiiHfelf his dWh ^rtilfeiy^ 

Woiiien, as if the body were their whoioj 

Did that, and not the foul, 

Tranfmit to their pofterity ; 

If in it fometime they conceiv'd, 

Th' abortive ilTue never liv'd. 
'Twere ihame and pity', Orinda, if in thee 
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A fpirit fo rich, fo noble, arid Co h^h* 
Should unmanur'd or bttttfn IWi 
£ut thou inddftrkmfljr haft fow'd sud till'd 

The fair and frtdtfol field; 
And *tis a ilrange increafe that it dow 3deld« 
As> when die happy Gods above 
Meet all together at a feaft, 
A fecret joy unfpeakable does move 
In their great mothef Cybele's contented breatf : 
With no lefs pleafore thoui itxethinksy ihouid fee^ 
This, thy no lefs immortal pfogc?*iy j 
And in their birth thou no one touoh doft find. 
Of th' ancient curfe to woman-kind : 
Thou bring 'ft not forth with pain ; 
It neither travail is nor labour of the brain : 
So eafily they from thee oome. 
And there is fo much room 
In th* unexhaufted and unfathom'd womb. 
That, like the Holland Countefs, thou may'ft bear 
A child for every day of all the fertile year. 

Thou doft my wonder, wt)iddft itty ett^, ]falfcj 
If to be ptais'd I lov'd more than to ptaife : 

Where'er I fee an excelknoe, 
I muft admire to fee thy Weil-^knit fenfe. 
Thy numbers gentle, atid thy fendes^h^h; 
Thofe as thy forehead fmooth, thefe fpaHcHli^ as thkKe 
'Tis fdid, and 'ds manly all, [«yt. 

Or rather *Va angelical j 

3 ^^^ 
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For, as in angels, we i 

Do in thy verfes fee j 

Both improv'd fexes eminently meet; j 

They are than man more ftrong, and more than womad i 

fweet. 

They talk of Nine, I know not who j 
Female chimera's, that o'er poets reign ; 

I ne'er coold find that fancy true. 
But have invok'd them oft, I 'm fure^ in vain ; 
They talk of Sappho ; but, alas ! the fhame ! 
Jll-manners foil the luibe of hef fame ; 
Orinda's inward virtue is fo bright. 
That, like a lantern's fair indofed light. 
It through the paper fhincs where (he does writes. 
Honour and friendihip, and the generous fcom 

Of things for which we were not born 
(Things that can only by a fond difeafe. 
Like that of girls, our. vicious flomachs pleafe) 
Are the inftruftive fubjedls of her pen ; 

And, as the Roman viftory 
Taught our rude land arts and civility. 
At once Ihe overcomes, enflaves, and betters, xneri* 

But Rome with all her arts could ne'er iniJHrs 
A female breaft with fuch a fire ; 
The warlike Amazonian train. 
Who in Elyfium now do peaceful reigri/ 
vAnd Wit's mild empire before arms prefer^ 
Hope 'twill be fettled in their fcx by her* 

Merlxtf 
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krlin the feer (and fure he would not lyci 

In fttfch a facred company) 
Does prophecies of learned Orinda fho#^ 
Whi6h he had darkly fpoke fo long ago; 

Ev'n Boadicia's angry ghoft 
Forgets her own misfortune and di%racc. 

And to her injur 'd daughters now does boaf(> 
hat Rome 's overcome at laflj by a woman of her race. 

6 a ^ 

PON OCCASION OF A COPY OF VERGES 
OFMT LORD BROGHILL's. 

]J E gone (faid I^ ingrateful Mufe ! arid fee 
D What odiers thou canft fool, as well as me< 
Since I grew man, and wifef ought to be. 
My bufinefs and niy hopes I left for thee : 
or thee (which was more hardly given away} 

I left, even when a boy, niy play* 

But fay, inerateful miftrefs ! fay, 
^t far all this, what didil thou ever pay / 

Thou 'it fay, perhaps, that riches are 
ot of the growth of lands where thou doft trade, 
nd I as well ifty cotihtry might upbraid 

Becaui^ I hive ho vineyard there, 
'^ell : but in love thou dbft pretend to reign ; 

Thef e thine thd power and lordfliip is ; 
hou bad' ft me write> and writei and write again i 

'Twas fueh a way as could not mifs^ 
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I> like a fool, did thee obey: 
I wrote, and wrote, bat ftill I wrote ki vam; 
For, after all my isxpenoe of wit aad patm 
A rich> nnwriting hand, carried, tlie pii^ aMQ 



Thus I compbanM, aOKi'ftrait the Mufe reply' 

Tha:t fh'e liSfd given me fame. 
Bottnty iMiti^iife ! and that too mdft1>e tryM 
When I myfelf am nothii)g but a name. 

Who now, what reader does not ftrivc 
T' invafidate the gift whilft we 'fe^alivel 
For, whdn a poet now himfblf do& fiiOW> 
As if he were a common fo^ 
All draw upon him, all around. 
And every part of him they wound, 
Happy the man that gives the deepeil blow : 
And this is all, kind Mufe 1 to thee we owe. 
T^hen in rage I took. 
And out at window threw^ 
Ovid and Horace, all the chiming crew; 
Homer himfelf went with them too,; 
Hardly efcap'd the facredl^antuan book : 
1 my own offspring, like Agave, tore. 
And I refolv'd, nay, and I think I fwore. 
That I no more the ground would tiU and Cy\ 
Where only flowery weeds infteadof corn die 



When (fee 

Rebelliou 

Juft to the wo 

The Mufe can 

And bade me 

"Lol th 

'^Whatl 

" My lover an. 

*' Though thy 

*' Thou ihalt at 

*' What critickf 

*' Who rant an< 

" Will ddr. 

^ Broghill in tl 

i rofe> and 

And pardon a/k 

Well fatisf^ 

I /Irait refolv'd. 

That from her ft 
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Left, in removing €old> it fhould beget 

Too violent a heat ; 
And into madncfsturn the lethargy. 

Ahi gracious God ! that I might fee 
A time when it were dangerous for me 

To be o'er-heat with praife ! 
But I within me bear, alas 1 too great allays. 

*Tis faid, Apelles, when he Venus drew. 
Did naked women for his pattern view. 
And with his- powerful fancy did refine 
Their human fhapes into a form divine ; 
None who had fat could her own pifture fee. 

Or fay, one part was drawn for me : 
So, though this nobler painter, when he writ. 
Was pleas 'd to think it fit 
That my book fhould before him fit. 
Not as a caufe, but an occafion, to his wit ; 
Yet what have I to boaft, or to apply 
To my advantage out of it; fince I, 
Inftead of my own likenefs, only find 
The bright idea there of the great writer's mind? 



^-^^^ 
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Univer. 

HAIL, Learn 
Where all \ 
Which ever fhall ' 

Infatiate Tin 
Hail, tree of know 
Boft in the midll < 

Oxford I the 
From which may i 
Hail, bank of all p 
T' enrich with int< 

Hail, Wit's ili 
Where thoufand li| 
Hail, living Univer 
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Will you into your facred throng admit 
The meaneft Biitiih Wit ? 

You, general-council of the priefts of Fame, 
Will you not murmur and difdain. 
That I a place amon^ you c\s^. 
The humbleft deacon of her train ? 

Will you allow me th' honourable chain ? 
The chain of ornament, which here 
Your noble prifoners proudly wearj 

A chain which will niore pleafant feem to me 

TTian all my own Pindaiic liberty ! 

Will ye to bind me with thofe mighty names fubi 
Like an Apocrypha with holy Writ ? 

Whatever happy book is chained here. 

No other place or people need to fear ; 

His chain 's ^, paflport to go every where. 

As when a feat in heavjjn 
Is to an unmalicious finner given. 

Who, cafting round his wondering eye. 
Does none but patriarchs and apoflles there efpy 

Martyrs who did their lives beftow. 

And f^ts, who martyrs liv'd below ; 
With trembling and amazement he begins 
To recoiled his frailties paft and fms ; 

He doubts almoil his flation there ; 
His foul fays to itfelf, " How came I here ?'* 
It fares no othepvife with me. 
When I myfelf with confcious wonder fee 
Amidll this purify' d dt&fed corn^^^* 
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With hardfldp they, and pain^ 

Pid to this happinefs iattain : 
No labour I, nor merits, can pretend; 
I think predeftination only was my friend. 

Ah| that my authpr had been ty'd like mc 
To (iicb a place and fuch a company ! 
InHead of feveral countries, feveral men» 

And buifnefs, which the Mufes hate. 
He might hav« then imprqv'd that fmall e^te 
Which Nature fparingly did to him give ; 

He might perhaps have thriven then^ 
And. fettled upon mci his child> fomewhi^t to lira* 

'T had h^ppkr been &(r hiiv, ^ wdl as me; 

For wl^en all, alas ! is done. 
We books^ I mean, Yo)) h^Qki, will prove to ^C 
The beft a|id npbkft convjexfation^ 

]?or> though &me e^ror^ will get iq« 

Like tinduTfts of original f^n ; 

Yet fure we frogi our f^ers' mt 

Draw all t^e fben^th aiid fpirit of it> 
l^eaving the groffejr parjs (or CQjfkverfation, 
As the beft blood of man 's employed in genera^n. 



^^ 
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O D E, 

Sitting and drinking in the Chair made oat of thf 
Relicks of Sir Francis'Drakb*s Ship. 

CHEAR up, nay mates* the wind does fairly blow^ 
Clap 00 more fail, and never (pare; 
Farewell all lands, for now we are 
In the wide fea of drink, and merrily we go. 

Blefs me, 'tis hot ! another bowl of wine. 
And we Ihall cut the burning Line : 

Hey, l^ys ! ibe feuds away, and by. my head I know 
We round the world are failing now. 

What dull men are thofe that tarry at home> 

When abroad they might wantonly roam. 

And gain fuch experience, and fpy too 
Such countries and wonders, as I do ! 

Put pr'ythee, good pilot, take heed what you do, 
And fail not to touch at Peru 1 
With gold there the veffel we '11 Hore, "J 

And never, and never be poor, > 

No, never be poor any more. J 

What do I mean ? What thoughts do me miiguide ? 
As well upon a Jftaff may witches ride 

Their fancy'd journeys in the air, 
As I fail round the ocean in this chair ! 

'Tis true ; but yet this chair which here you fee. 
For all its quiet now, arvd £t^.V\x^, 
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Pis wandcrM and has travel'd more 

Than ever ^aft, or fi(h, or bird, or ever tree, before : 

In every air and .every fe^ *t has been, 

T has compafs'd sH the earth, and all the heavens 't 

has feen. 
jLet not the Pope's >tfelf With this coipparp. 
This is the only qniyerfj^l chair. 

The pious wanderer's fleet, fav'd from the flame 
(Which IHIJ the relicks did of Troy purfue. 

And took them for its due), 
A fquadroB of immortal nymphs became : 
Stili with their arms they row about the feas, 
A^d ftill make new and greater voyages : 
Nor has the firft^poetic ftiip of Greece 
(Though no\y a ftar fhe fo triumphant (how. 
And guide her failing fucceffors below. 
Bright as. aer ancient freight the fhining fleece) 
Yet tf) this day a quiet harbour found ; 
The tide of heaven ftill carries her around. 
Only Drake's facred veiTel (which before 

Had done and had fcen more 

Than thofe have done or feen, 
Ev'n fince they GoddeflTes and this a Star has been) 
As a reward for all her labour paft. 

Is made the feat of reft at laft. 

Let the cafe now quite aiter'd be. 
And, as thou went' ft abroad the world to fee. 

Let the world now come to fee thee I 



't>B«t 
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The world will do *t; for coriofity 
Does, no lefs than devodon* pilgrims make; 
And I myfelf, who now love quiet too!» 
As much almoft as any chair can do; 

Would yet a journey take. 
An old wheel of tlmt chariot to iee> 

Which Phaetdn fo nOhly brake : 
Yet what could that fay more than thefe renudns of 

Drake? 
Great relick ! diou too, in this port of eafe> 
Haft ftill one way of making voyages; 
The breath of Fame> like an auffMcioiis gsde - 

(The great trade-mnd which ne-er does fail) 
Shall drive thee round the world, and thou (halt runt 

As long around it as the fun. . 
The ftreights of Time too narrow are for Ace; 
Launch forth into an undifcover'd fea. 
And fteer the endlefs courfe of vaft Eternity ! 
Take for thy (ail this verfe, and for thy jnlot me! 



-^-t^' 
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UPON THE DEATH OF 

THE EARL OF FALCARRES. 

*/npIS foDy all, that can be (aid, J 

X By living, mortals, of th' immortal dead, > 
And I 'm afraid they laugh at the vain tears we ihcd. 3 



And I 'm afraid they laugh at the vain tears we ihcd. 

*Tis as if we, who ftay behind 

In expeftation of the wind. 
Should pity thofe who pafs'd this ftrcight before. 

And touch the univerfal (hore. 
Ah, happy man ! who art to fail no more \ 
And, if it feem ridicalons to grieve 
Becaufe our friends arc newly come from fca, 

Tbongh ne'er fo fair and calm it be; 

What would all fober men believe. 

If they fhould hear us iighing fay, 

** Balcarres, who but di' other day 
** Did all our love and our refpeA command ; 
** At whofe great parts we all amaz'd did fland 
" Is from a ftorm, alas ! caft fuddenly on land ?** 



i 



•! 



If you will fay — Few perfons upon esifk 
Did, more than he, deferve to have 
A life exempt from fortune and the grave; 

Whether you look upon his birth 
And anceftors, whofe fame *s fo widely fpread— « 
But anceftors, alas ! who long ago are dead"— 



Cix 
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Or whether you confider more 

The vaft increafe, as fare you ougb^ 

Of honour by his labour bought, 

And added to the former ilore ; 
All I can anfwer, is. That I allow 
The privilege you plead for ; and avow 
That, as he well deferv'd, he doth enjoy it now. 
« 

Though God, for great and righteous ends. 
Which his unerring Providence intends 
Erroneous mankind ihould not underHand, 
. Would not permit Balcarres' hand, 
/ (That once with fo much induftry ^d art 
Had clos'd the gaping wounds of every part) 
To perfeft his diftraded nation's cure. 
Or Hop the fatal bondage 'twas t' endure ; 
Yet for his pains he foon did him remove. 

From all th' oppreffion and the woe 

Of his frail body's native foil below. 
To his foul's true and peaceful country above; 
So Godlike kings, for fecret caufes, known 

Sometimes, but to themfelves aloncj* 
One of their ablell minifters eleft. 
And fent abroad to treaties, which they' intend 

Shall never take effedl; 
But, though the treaty wants a happy end. 
The happy agent wants not the reward. 
For which he labour'd faithfully and hard j 
His jufl and righteous mader calls him home^ 
And gives him, near YiimfeY?, fcm^VowaNa^ijJi't^^acscv. 



^^ 
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Noble and great endeavours did he bring 
To fave his country, and reftore his king ; 
And, whilfl the manly half of him (which thoTe 
Who know not Love, to be the whole fuppofe) 
Performed all parts of virtue's vigorous life ; 

The beauteous half, his lovely wife. 
Did all his labours and his cares divide ; 
Nor was a lame nor paralytic fide : 

In all the turns of human flate. 

And all th' unjufl attacks of Fate, 

She bore her fliare and portion ftill. 
And would not fuiFer any to be ill. 
Unfortunate for ever let me be. 

If I believe that fuch was he. 

Whom, in the ftorms of bad fuccefs^ 
And all that Error calls unhappinefs. 
His virtue and his virtuous wife did (till accompany \ 

With thefe companions 'twas not ibange 

That nothing could his temper change. 
His own and country's union had not weight 

Enough to cruih his mighty mind ! 
He faw around the hurricanes of ftate, 
Fixt as an ifland 'gainft the waves and wind* 

Thus far the greedy fea may reach ; 

All outward things are but the beach ; 
A great man's foul it doth afTault in vain ! 
Their God himfelf the ocean doth reftrain 

With an imperceptible chain. 

And bid it to go back agaxcu 
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Wis wii3oin> jiiitice> and Ids piety. 
His courage both to fui&r and to die, 
"Hss viitnes, and his lady too. 
Were diings celeftiaL And we fee. 
In fpite of quarrelling philofophy. 
How in this cafe 'tis certain found. 
That Heav'n ftands ftill, and cmly earth goes loaaii 



ODE. 

Upon Dr^Harvbt. • 

COY Nature (which remained, though aged.grown^ 
A beauteous virgin ftill> enjoy'd by aone> 

Nor feen unveil'd by any one) 
When Harvey's violent paffion fhe did fcei 
Began to tremble and to flee; 
Took fanftuary, like Daphne, in a tree : 
There Daphne's lover ftop'd, and thought it much 

The very leaves of her to touch : 
But Harveyi our Apollo, ftop'd not fo ; 
Into the bark and root he after her did go ! 

No fmajleft fibres of a plant* 
For which tlie eye-beams' point doth (harpnefs H-int) 

His pafTage after her withftoodi 
What fhould (he do ? dirough all the motkig wood 
Of lives endow'd with fenfe fhe took her flight ; 
Harvey purfues> and kee^^s her iHll in fight. 
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Sat^ as tke deer, leng-hunied^ takes a flood, 

She leap'd at laft ktco the winding flreams of blood; 

Of man^ maeander all the puiple reaches made. 

Till at the heart (he ftay'd; 

Where tomiag head, and at a bay. 
Thus by weU-pnrged ears was fhe o'erheard to fay : 

« Here fure IhaU I be fafe" (faid fhe) . ^ 

" Nwie will be able fure to fee 

*' This my retreat, but only He 

** Who made both it and me. 
*' The heart of man what art can e'er reveal ? 

" A wall impervious between 

« Divides the very parts within, 
*' And doth the heart of man ev'n from itfelf conceal, '* 

She ipoke : but, ere fhe was aware, 

Harvey was with her there ; 
And held this flippery Proteus in a chain. 
Till all her mighty myfleries he defcry'd ; 
Which from his wit th' attempt before to hide 
Was the iirft thing that Nature did in vain. 

He the young pradlice of new life did feej 

Whilft, to conceal its toilfome poverty. 
It for a living wrought, both hard and privately# 

Before the liver under flood 

The noWe fcarlet dye df blood; 

Before one drop was by it made. 
Or brought into it> to fet up the trade ; 
Before thcnntaughtiieart'began to beat 
The tuaefal march to vital IveaX', 
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From all the fouls that living buildings itar; 

Whether imply 'd for earth, or fea, or aii:; 

Whcthtr it in the womb or egg be wrought; 

A, ftrid account to him is hourly brought 
How the gr^at fabrick does proceed. 
What time, and what materials, it does n^edf 

He fo exadtly does the work furvey. 

As if he hir'd the workers by the day. 

Thus Harvey fought for Truth in Truth's own bodk< 

The creatures — which by God himfelf was writ) 

And wifely thought 'twas fit. 
Not to read comments only upon it. 
But on th' original itfelf to look. 
Methinks in Art's great circle others ftand 

Lock 'd- up together, hand in hand; 

Every one leads as he is led ; 

The fame bare path they tread. 
And dance, like fairies, a fantaftic round. 
But neither change their motion nof their ground i 
Had Harvey to this road confin'd his wit. 
His noble circle of the blood had been untrodden yet« 
Great Dodlor ! th' art of curing 's cur'd by thee; 

We now thy patient, Phyfick, fee 
From all inveterate difeafes free, 

Purg'd of old errors by thy care^ 
New dieted, put forth to clearer air ; 

It now will ftrong and. healthful prove ; 
Itfelf before lethargic lay, and could not move ( 
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*riicfe ufeful fecrets to his pen we owe ! 
And thoufands more 'twas ready to beftovi' ; 
Of which a barbarous war's unlearned rage 

Has robb'd the ruin'd age : 
O cruel lofs ! as if the golden fleece. 

With fo much coft and labour bought. 
And from afar by a great hero brought. 

Had funk ev'n in the ports of Greece. 
O curfed waf ! who can forgive thee this ? 

Houfes and towns may rife again ; 
And ten times eaiier 'tis 
To rebuild Paul's, than any work of his: 
That mighty talk none but himfelf can do. 

Nay, fcarce himfelf too, now ; 
For, though his wit the force of age withftand. 
His body, alas ! and time, it mufl command; 
And Nature now, fo long by him furpafs'd. 
Will fure have, her revenge on him at laft. 



ODE, FROM CATULLUS* 

ACME AND SEFTIMIUS. 

WHILST on Septimius' panting breaft 
(Meaning nothing lefs than reil) 
Acme lean'd her loving head. 
Thus the pleas'd Septimius faid : 

My dearefl Acme, if I be 
Once alive, ^nd love not thee 
Vol. Yli. Q^ '^v^isw 
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With a paflion far above 

All that e'er was called love ; 

In a Libyan defert may 

I become feme lion's prey; 

Let him. Acme, let him tear 

My breall, when Acme is not there. 

The God of Love> who flood to hear him 
(The God of Love was always near him) 
Pleas'd and tickled with the found, 
Sneez'd aloud ; and all around 
The little Loves, that waited by, 
Bow'd, and bleft tlie augury. 
Acme, enfiam'd with what he faid, 
Rear'd her gently -bending head; 
And, her purple mouth with joy 
Stretching to the delicious boy. 
Twice (and twice could fcarce fuffice) 
She kill his drunken rolling eyes. 

My little life, my all I (faid fhc) 
So may we ever fervants be 
To this beft God, and ne'er retain 
Our hated liberty again I 
So may thy paffion laft for me. 
As I a paflion have for thee. 
Greater and fiercer much than can 
Be conceiv'd by thee a man I 
Into my marrow is it gone, 
Fixt and fettled m x\ve \iOTwc •, 



ligns not only in my heart, 
runs, like life, through every part, 
fpoke ; the God of Love aloud 
>z'd again; and all the crowd 
ipie Loves, that waited by, 
'd, and bleft the augury. 

» good omen thus from heaven 
: a happy iignal ^ven, 
Lr loves and lives (all four) embrace* 
hand in hand run aU the race. 
x)or Septimius (who did nqw 
ling elfe but Acme grow) 
te's bofom was alone 
whole world's imperial throne; 
to faithful Acme's mind * 
unius was aU huio^ji-kind. 

e Gods would pleaie to be 
idyis*d for once by me, 
advife them, when they fpy 
illuftrious piety, 
cward her, if it be flie — 
eward him, if it be he -— 
. fuch a hufband, fuch a wife; 
Acme's and Septimitts' li^ 
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ODE 

UPON HIS majesty's RESTORATION AND 
RETURN. 

« — Quod optanti div&m promittere nemo 

" Auderet, volvenda dies, en, attulit ultro." ViRC. 

NOW bleffings on you all, ye peaceful ftars. 
Which meet at lad fo kindly, and difpenTe 
Your univerfal gentle influence 
To calm the ftormy world, and IKII the rage of wars ! 

Nor, whilft aroumd the continent 
Plenipotentiary beams ye fent. 

Did your pacific lights difdain 

In their large treaty to contain 
The world apart, o'er which do reign 
Your feven fair brethren of great Charles's- wain; 
No ftar amongft ye all did, I believe. 

Such vigorous ailiilance give. 

As that which, thirty years ago. 

At * Charles's birth, did, in defpite 

Of the proud fun's meridian light. 
His future glories and this year forefhow. 

• The ftar that appeared at noon, the day of the king*s birth» 
juft as the king his father was riding to St. Paurs tc givt thanks 
to God for that bleiTing* 



ON HIS MAJES 

No lefs efFeas tha 

Be affur'd of fron 

Which could out-face t] 

Aufpicious ftar ! a; 

And take thy noon-tid< 
Again all heaven ] 
For lo ! thy Char! 
He then was born 
With and to joy h 
And, wifely for th 
By which thou cer 

The land with full and 
Thoumad'ftofth 
In which heaven, j 

And all that 's in them, 

'Tvvas a right feafon ; ; 

Ought with a face of p; 
Then, when we w( 
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Canft thou in Albion fHll defight? 

Still canft thdu tMnk it white ? 
WiD ever fair Religion appear 
In thefe deformed ruins ? will (he clear 
Th' Augean (bibles of her churches here? 

Will Juftice hazard to be feen 
Where a High Court of Juftice c*cr has been ? 
Will not the tragic fcene. 
And Bradfhaw's bloody ghoft, affright her there^ 

Her, who (hall never fear ? 
Then may Whitehall for Charles's feat be fit;, 
If Ju(tice (hall endure at Weftminfler to fiL 

6f all, methinks, we leaft (hould fee 
The chearful looks again of Liberty. 
That name of Cromwell, which does fre(hly (till 
The curfes of fo many fufferers fill. 

Is (till enough to make her ftay. 

And jealous for a while remain. 
Left, as a tempeft carried hitai away. 
Some hurricane (hould bring him back agsun. 

Or, (he might ju(Uier be afraid 
Left that great ferpent, which was all a tail 
(And in his poifonous folds whole nations prifoners 
inade) 

Should a third time perhaps prevail 
To join again, and with worfe fting arife. 
As it had done when cut in pieces twice. 

Return, return, ye {acted Four ! 
And dread your pctifti' A. ctietcat^ xi^ xs^^t^ 
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Your fears are caoTe 

Whilft you return in 

For God does him, that h 

Nor ihall the world him c 

Defender of the faith, but 

Along with you plenty an 

With a full tide to every 

With a warm fruitful wind 

Honour does as ye march 

The Arts encompass 

And, againfl all alan 

Safety itfelf brings u 

And, in the head of this 2 

Lo ! how the goodly Prii 

(O righteous God I) on 1 

'Tis happy now, which c< 

Recover from fo defperat 

A various complicati 
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We fear'd (and almoft touch'd the black degree 

Of inftant expectation) 

That the three dreadful angels we. 
Of famine, fword, and plague, (hould here eftaWifh'd fee 
(God's great triumvirate of defolation !) 
To fcourge and to deftroy the finful nation. 
Juftly might Heaven Proteftors fuch as thofe. 
And fuch Committees for their Safety, impofe 
Upon a land which fcarcely better chofe. 

We fear'd that the Fanatic war. 
Which men againft God's houfes did declare. 
Would from th' Almighty enemy bring down 

A fure deftruftion on our Qwn. 
We read th' inftrudtive hiftories which tell 
Of all thofe endlefs mifchiefs that befel 
The facred town which God had lov'd fo well. 
After that fatal curfe had once been faid, 
" His blood be upon ours and on our children's head." 
We know, though there a greater blood was fpilt, 

'Twas fcarcely done with greater guilt. 
We know thofe miferies did befal 
Whilft they rebell'd againft that Prince, whom all 
The reft of mankind did the love and joy of mankind 
call. 

Already was the fhaken. nation 
Into a wild and deform 'd chaos brought. 

And it was hafting on (we thought) 
Even to the laft of ills -^annihilation : 
When, in the midft. of x.\v\s coivM^^ ^\%JvU 
Lo ! the bleft Spirit mov'd* 2lxA xicifcxt >w^%\\^v. 
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For, in the glorious General's previous ray. 

We faw a new- created day : 
We by it faw, though yet in mifb it (hone. 
The beauteous work of Order moving on. 
Where are the men who bragg'd that God did blefs. 

And with the marks of good fuccefs 
Sign his allowance of their wickednefs ? 
Vain men ! who thought the Divine Power to find 
In the fierce thunder and the violent wind : 

God came not till the ftorm was paft ; 
In the ftill voice of Peace he came at laft ! 
The cruel bufinefs of deftrudion 
May by the claws of the great fiend be done ; 
Here, here we fee th* Almighty's hand indeed. 
Both by the beauty of the work we fee 't, and by the 
fpeed. 

He who had feen the noble Britifh heir. 

Even in that ill, difadvantageous light 

With which misfortune flrives t' abufe our fight-— 

He who had feen him in his cloud fo bright f— 

He who had feen the double pair 
Of brothers, heavenly good ! and fillers, heavenly fair !— •• 

Might have perceiv'd, methinks, with eafe 
(But wicked men fee only what they pleafe) 
That God had no intent t' extinguifh quite 

The pious king's eclipfed right. 
He who had feen how by the Power Divine 
All the young branches of this royal line 
Did in their Are, without confuimxvg, toafc- 
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How through a roagh Red-iea they hftd been Ied» 
By wonders guarded, and by wonders fcd^— 
How many years of trouble and diftrefs 
They *d wander'd in their fatal wikiemef^ 
And yet did never murmur or repine ;— 

Might, methinks, plainly underftand^ 
That, after all thefe conquer'd trials pa4» 

Th* Almighty mercy would at laft 
Condud them with a fhrong unerring hand 

To their own Promised Land : 

For all die glories of the earth 

Ought to be entail'd by right of birth ; 

And all Heaven's bleffings to come down 
Upon his race, to whom alone was given 
The double royalty of earth and heaven ; 
Who crown'd the kingly with the martyrs' crown* 

The martyrs' blood was faid of old to be 

The feed from whence the Church did grow« 
The royal blood which dying Charles did fow 
Becomes no lefs the feed of royalty : 

'Twas in difhonour fbwn; 

We find it now in glory grown. 
The grave could but the drofs of it devour i 
** 'Twas fown in weaknefs, and 'tis rais'd in power.** 
We now the queflion well decided fee. 
Which eaftem Wits did once conteft. 

At the great Monarch's feaft, 
" Of all on earth what things the llrongeft be ?" 
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And fome for women, fome for wine, did plead; 

That is, far Folly and for Rage, 
Two things which we have known indeed 
Sti-ong in this latter age; 

But, as 'ds prov'd by Heaven, at length. 

The King atid Truth have greateft ftrength. 

When they their facred force uriitfe. 
And twine into one light : 
No frantic fiottimonWealths or tyrannies^ 

No cheats, and perjuries, and lyes ; 

N6 nets of human pdUties ; 
No ftores of arms or gold (though yon could join 
Thofe of Peru to the gt-eat London mine) ; 
No towns ; no fleets by fea, or tfoops by land; 
No deeply-entr^nch'd iflahds, can mthftand. 

Or any fmall refiftantfc bring 
Againft the naked Truth and the unarmed King. 



\ 



The foolilh lights which travellers beguile 
End the fame night when they begin ; 

No art fo far can -upon nature win 

As e'er to put-out ftars, or long -keep meteors in. 

Where 's now that Jgnus/afuus, which ere-Mvhile 
Mifled our wandering ifle ? 
Where 's the impoftor Cromwell gione ? 

Where 's now that F^lling-ftar, his fon ? 

Where ^s theliirge Comet now, whofe raging flame 

80 fatal to our monarchy became ; 

Which o'er our heads in fuch proud horror flood, 

Infamte with cur ruin and o>ax \>\ood\ 
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The fiery tail did to vaft length extend; 
And twice for want of fuel did expire. 

And twice renewed the difinal fire : 
Though long the tail> we faw at laft its end. 

The flames of one triumphant day. 

Which, like an anti-comet here. 

Did Bitally to that appear. 

For ever frighted it away : 
Then did th' allotted hour of dawning right 

Firft fhike our ravilh*d fight ; 
Which malice or which art no more could ftay. 
Than witches' charms can a retardment bring 
To the refufcitation of the day. 

Or refurreAion of the fpring. 
We welcome both, and with improved delight 
Blefs the preceding winter, and the night ! 

Man ought his future happinefs to fear. 
If he be always happy here— 
He wants the bleeding marks of grace. 

The circumdfion of the chofen race. 
If no one part of him fuppUes 
The duty of a facrifice. 
He is, we doubt, referv'd intire 
As a whole victim for the fire. 
Befides, ev*n in this world below. 
To thofe who never did ill-fortune know^ 

The good does naufeous or infipid grow. 
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Confider man's whole life, and you '11 confefs 
The fharp ingredient of fome bad fuccefs 
Is that which gives the tafte to all his happinefs. 
But the true method of felicity 
Is, when the worll 

Of human life is plac'd the firft. 
And when the child's corredlion proves to be 

The caufe of perfecting the man: 

Let our weak days lead up the van; 
Let the brave Second and Triarian band 

Firm againil all imprefiion (land : 

The firfl we may defeated fee; 
The virtue of the force of thefe are fure of victory. 

Such are the years, great Charles ! which now we fee - 

Begin their glorious march with thee : 
Long may their march to heaven, and fiill triumphant, { 
be I 

Now thou art gotten once before. 
Ill-fortune never Ihall o'er-take thee more. 
To fee *t again, and pleafure in it find, 

Caft a difdainful look behind ; 
Things which offend when prefent, and affright. 
In memory well-painted move delight. 

Enjoy then all tliy* affliftions now— 

Thy royal father's came at lafl ; 

Thy martyrdom 's already pafl : 

And different crowns to both ye owe. 
No gold did e'er the kingly temples bind. 

Than thine more try'd and more refin'd. 
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As a ch(»ce medal for Heaven'$ treafury 

God did ilamp firft upon one fide of thM 

7%e image of his filtering httmamty : 

On th' other fide> titm'd now to %bt* dpey flpae 

The glorious image of his power divine I 
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So, when the mfeft poets feek 

In all their livelier colours to fet forth 

A pidure of heroic worth 
(The pious Trojan or the prudent Greek) ; 
They chuTe fome comely prince of heavenly birth 

(No proud gigantic fon of earth. 
Who ftrives t* ufurp the gods' forbldilen feat) ; 
They feed him not with nedlar, and the meat 

That cannot without joy be eat ; 
But, in the cold of want, and Aorms of adverfe chance* 
They harden his young virtue by degrees : 
The beauteous drop firft into ice does freeze. 
And into folid cryftal next advance. 
His murder'd friends and kindred he does fee. 

And from his flaming country flee : 
Much is he toft at fea, and much at land ; 
^oes long the force of angry gods withftand : 
*ie does long troubles and long wars fuft^^ 

Ere he his fatal birth-right gain. 

With no lefs time or labour can 

I^eftiny build up fuch a man, 

Who 's with fufficient virtue fiU'd 

Hi^ ruin'd country to rebuild. 

Nor 
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Nor without caufe are arms from Heaveiif 
To fuch a hero by the poets given : 
No human metal is of force t' oppoTe 

So many and fo violent blows. 

Such was the helmet, breaft-f^te, fhield> 

Which Charles in all attacks did wield : 
And all the weapons malice e'er could try. 
Of all the feveral makes of wicked policy. 
Again ft this armour ftruck, but at the ftroke. 
Like fwords of ice, in thoiifand pieces broke. 
To angels and their brethren fpirits above. 
No fhow on earth can fure fo pleafant prove. 

As when they great misfortunes fee 

With courage borne, and decency. 
So were they borne when Worcefter's diimal day 
Did all the terrors of black Fate difplay ! 
So were they borne when no difguifes* cloud 

His inward royalty could Ihrowd; 
And one of th' angels whom juft God did fend 

To guard him in his noble flight 
(A troop of angels did him then attend I) . 
AiTur'd me in a vifion th' other night. 
That he (and who could better judge than he ?) 

Did then more greatnefs in him fee. 

More luftre and more majefty. 
Than all his coronation-pomp can fhew to huinan eye. 

Him and his royal brothers when I faw 
New marks of honour and of glory 
From their affronts and fufFerings draw, 

Jlknd look like heavenly faints c*^ivm^€vx ^Mx^xjiX^T^N 
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Methoughts I faw the three Jadean Yoaths 
(Three unhurt martyrs for the nobleft trudis I) 

In the Chaldean furnace walk $ 
How chearfully and unconcem'd they talk ! 
No hdr is img'd> no fmalleft beauty blafted ! 

Like painted lamps they (hine unwafted ! 
The greedy fire itfelf dares not be fed 
With the bleft oil of an anointed head* 

The honourable flame 
(Which rather light we ought to name) 
Does like a glory compafs them around^ 

And their whole body *s crown 'd. 
What are thofe two bright creatures t^hich we fee 

Walk with the royal Three 

In the fame ordeal fire> 

And mutual joys infpire ? 

Sure they the beauteous fifters are. 

Who, whilft they feek to bear their fhare. 
Will fulFer no affli6lion to be there 1 
Lefs favour to thofe Three of old was fhown. 

To folace with their company 
The fiery trials of adverfity ! 
Two Angels join with thefe, the others had but one* 

Come forth, come forth, ye men of God belov'd ! 

And let the power now of that flame. 
Which againU you fo impotent became. 

On all your enemies be prov'd. 
Come, mighty Charles ! defire of nations ! comef 

Come, you triumpYiaia exiXt \ Y^amt. 
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He *s comcj he *s fafe at Ihore ; I hear the noife 
Of a whole land which does at once rejoice^ 
I hear th* united people's facred voice. 

The fea, which circles us around^ 

Ne'er fent to land fo loud a found ; 
The mighty fhout fends to the fea a gale> 

And fwells up every fail : 
The belli and guns are fcarcely heard at dl$ 
The artificial joy *s drown'd by the natural* 
All England but one bonfire feenis to be. 
One iEtna ihooting flames into the fea : 
The Harry worlds, which fhine to us afar, 

Take ours at this time for a ftar. 
With wine all rooms, with wine the conduits, flow; 
And we, the priefts of a poetic rage. 

Wonder that in this golden age 

The rivers too fliould not do fo. 
There is no Stoick, fure> who would not now 

Ev'n fomc excefs allow; 
And grant that one wild fit of chearful folly 
Should end our twenty years of difmal melancholy. 

Where *s notv the royal mother, where^i 

To take her mighty fliare 

In tins fo ravifliing fight. 
And, with the part flie takes, to add to the delight ? 

Ah ! why art thou not here. 
Thou always befl> and now the happiefl Queen ! 
To fee our joy, and with new joy be fcen ? 

Vol. VII. B. <i^ 



Gi^ h^ a bright exampk nude of tfate^ 
To fhew that womanrkind nay be 
Above that fex wiikh her fupcrior {»m8» 
In wifely managing the wide extremtft 
Of great afflidtipiw great felicity. 
How well thofc diftffreBt virtues th«t b«conie» 
Daughter of triumphs, wife of Biartypdom ! 
Thy princfly mixKl with fo much ooorate bort 
Affliction, thdt it darea return ua more^ 
With fo much goodnefs us*d feHcity> 
That it cannot tefrain from coming back te ^ee 
'Tis come» and feea^ to-dsiy in all iti hraTcry 
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Who '9 that hei^^c peribn leads it on. 
And gives it like a glorious bpde 
(Richly adom'd with nuptial pride] 
Into the hands now of thy fon ? 
'Tis the gqod Generalj the m^n of pjaiift» 
Whom God at lafl, ii) gracioijs pity# 
Did tath' enthralled natioa rai^ 
Their great ZerubbaM ^ b«i; 
To loofe the bonds of long captivity. 
And to rebuild theijr tempk and their city ! 
For ever blefl may he and hit reaqLain, 
Who, with a vaft, though lefi-appearing^ 
Preferred the iWd Great ajbove the V^, 
And to the world this princely tmth has ihown-i-^ 
That more 'tis, to reilore, than to ufiu^ a crpwm ! 
Thou worthieft perfim of Ae BrxduQi ibory ! 
(Though *us ivot (m^ >i« l^fwxjSfc. ^^ri\ 
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Bii I not know my humble verfe muft be 
Bat ill-proportion'd to the height of thee, 

. Tho« and thd world fhould fee 
How much my Mufe, the foe of flattery. 
Does make trtie praife hef labouf and defigtl; 
An Iliad or an ^neid fhould be thine. 

And ill fhould we deferve this happy ds^. 

If no acknowledgments Wc pay 

To you, great patriots of the tWa 

Mofl truly Other Houfes ndw) 
Who have redeemed from hatred and from fliam^ 
A Parliament's once venerable name; 
And now the title of a Honle reflore. 
To that which was but Slattghter-houfe before^ 
If my advice, ye worthier ! might be ta'ei^ 

Withm thofe reverend places. 

Which now your livuig prefenee gracts^ 
Your marble-Aatue» always fhoald remtfinj. 
To keep alive yOur nlbfiil memofyy 
And to your fucceflbr* tb' example be 
Of truth, religion, realrni, k^alty : 

For, though a flrmly-fettkd poaoe 
May fiiortiy make yoar pi^Iic labouf^ eeafii^ 
The grateful natioir will whh joy oonfent 

That in tliis feafe yoU flioi^d be fu4 

(Though yet the ncMie fova^ with (bme dread)^ 
To be tfee^ Los^ die SBdlefs^ Paf lian^att 
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ON THf QUEEN'S REPAIRING 
SOMERSET-HOUSE. 

WHEN God (the caufe to me and men miknown) 
Forfook the royal houfes, and his own, 
Ai>d both abandoned to the common foe ; 
How near to rmn did my glories go I 
Nothing remain'd t* adorn this princely place 
WhicK covetous hands could take, or rude deface. 
In all my rooms and galleries I found 
The richell figures torn, and all around 
Difmember'd ftatues of great heroes lay ; 
Such Nafeby*s field feem'd on the fatal day ! 
And me, when nought for robbery was left. 
They ftarr'd to death : the gafpmg walls were cleft. 
The pillars funk, the roofs above me wept. 
No fign of fpring, or joy, my garden kept; 
Nothing was feen which Could content the eye. 
Till dead the impious tyrant here did He. 

See how my' face is chang'd ! and what I am 
Since my true mifbefs, and now fbundrefs, came I 
It does not fill her bounty to reftore 
Me as I was (nor was I fmall before) : 
She imitates the kindnefs to her fhown ; 
She does, like Heaven (which the dejeded throne 
At once reftores, fixes, and higher rears) 
Strengthens enlarge, exalt, y^wix ^t -w:^^^* 
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And now I dare (though proud I muft not be^ 
WhUft my great miftrefs I fo humble fee 
In all her various glories) now I dare 
Ev'n with the proudeft palaces compare. 
My beauty and convenience will, I 'm fure» 
So juft a boaft with modefty endure ; 
And all muft to me yield, when I fhall tell 
How I am plac'd, and who does in me dwell. 

Before my gate a ftreet's broad channel goes. 
Which (till with waves of crowding people flows; 
And every day there paiTes by my fide. 
Up to its weftem reach, the London tide, 
Thfc fpring- tides of the term : my front lodes down 
On all the pride and bufinefs of the town ; 
My 6dier front (for, as in kings we fee 
The livelieft image of the Deity, 
We in their houfes (hould heaven's likenefs find. 
Where nothing can be faid to be Behind) 
My other fair and more majeftic face 
(Who can the fair to more advantage place ?) 
For ever gazes on itfelf below. 
In the beft mirror that the world can (how. 

And here behold, in a long bending row. 
How two joint-cities make one glorious bow ! 
The midft, the nobleft place, poffefs*d by me, 
Beft to be feen by all, and all o*er-fee ! 
Which way foe'er I turn my joyful eye, 
JSere the great court, there the rich town, I ipyj 
On either fide dwells fafety and delight; 
Wealth OB the left, and powet \x5wi ^^ tv^x* 



T' affiir^ yo( |D)r defence, on eitlMnr fi^df 

Like mighty ftfrts, in equal diftance ftwd 

Two of the beft ^xni $atelieiik piles which e'er 

Man's liberal piety Qf old did, rear | 

Where the two prince^i of th' Apoftk?* bj^)d». 

My neighbours and my guards^ watch and command. 

My warlike guard of flups, which fa^er fy:^ 
Might be my (^jed too^ were not the eye 
Stopt by the hpufes of that wQndrpu« ftreet 
Which rides o'er the broad river like a Mou 
The ftream's eternal iiege they fij(t abidc^ 
And the fwoJoL ftream's auxiliary tide^ 
Thoiigh both their ruin with joint powsr cgn^irei 
Both to out-brave, they nothing dread biut fire* 
And here my Thames, though it more gentle be 
Than any flood To ilrengthen'd by the Tea, 
Pinding by sut his natural forces broke^ 
And bearing, captive-Hke, the arched yek^ 
Does roar, and foam, and rage, at the d^rap^ 
But re-cpmpofes (bait, and calms his ^ce; 
Is into reverence and fubniiflipn ftropk. 
As foon as from afar he does but look 
Tow'rds the white palace, where that king does ItigA 
Who lays his laws and bridges o'er the qmn. 

Amidil thefe louder honours of my feat. 
And two vaft dtics, troublefomely great. 
In a large various plain the country too 
Opens her gentler bleflings to my view : 
Jii me the adive and the cyokt nund. 
By different ways, to^ c^Xi&m.tr^l ^^^ 
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If any prouder virtuofo's fenfc 
At tlvit part of my profp^ft take offcftce. 
By which the meaner cabbms are deicry'd. 
Of my imperial river*s humbler fide— 
If they call that a blemiib — let them know* 
God, and my godlike miftrefs, think not fo^ 
For the diftrefs'd and the afHided lie 
Moil in their care> and always in their eye. 

And thou, fair river ! who iHll pay'ft to me 
Juil homage, in thy parage to the fea> 
Take here this one inftrudyon as thou go'il— i- 
When thy mixt waves ftiall viiit every coafl; 
When round the world their voyage they ihaO make. 
And back to thee fonle fecret channels take; 
Afk them what nojbler fight they e'er did meet^ 
Except thy mighty mailer's foycreign fleet. 
Which now triumphant o'er the main does ride. 
The terror of all lands, the oce^'s p-ide. 

From hence his kingdon^s, happy npw at la^, 
(Happy, if wife by their misfortunes pail !) 
From hence may omens take of that fuccefs 
Which both their future wars aad peace ihall bleis. 
The peaceful mother on mild Thames docs build; 
With her fdn*s fabrieks &e rough fca is iill'dt 
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THE C O M P LA I NT, . 

IN a defep %-ifion's intefleaual fcene. 
Beneath a bower for forrow madefy 
TH' uncomfortable ihade 

Of the black yew's unlucky green, 
Mixt with the mourning willow's careful grey. 
Where reverend Cham cuts out his famous way. 

The melancholy Cowley lay : 
And lo ! a Mufe appear 'd to 's clofed fight, 
(The Kf ufes oft in lands of vifion play) 
Body'd, array 'd, and feen, by an internal light* 
A golden harp with filver ftrings ihe bore ; 
A wondrous hieroglyphick robe fhe wore. 
In which all colours and all figures were. 
That nature or that fancy can create. 

That art can never imitate ; 
And with loofe pride it wanton'd in the air. 
In futh a drefs, in fuch a well-cloath'd dream. 
She us'd, of old, near fair Ifmenus' flream, 
Pindar, her Theban favourite, to meet ; 
A crown was on her head, and wings were on her feet. 

Shetduch'd him with her harp, and rais'd him from 

the ground ; 
The fhaken firings melodioufly refound. 

" Art thou returned at laft," faid fhe, 

" To this forfaken place and me ? 
•' Thou prodigal ! who didfl fo loofely wafle 
*' Of* all thy youthfu\ -yc^is \!ti^ ^ocA ^"^-^Xfes 
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« Art thou return'd here, to repent too late, 
«* And gather hufks of learning up at laft, 
«« Now the rich harveft-time of life is paft, 

*' And winter marches on fo faft ? 
« But, when I meant t' adopt thee for my fon^ 
«* And did as leam'd a portion affign, 
*' As ever any of the mighty Nine 

"Had to their deareft children done; 
« When I refolv'd t' exalt thy' anointed name, 
" Among the fpiritual lords of peaceful fame; 
** Thott changeling ! thou, bewitch'd with noife and 

" ihow, 
** Would' ft into courts and cities from me go; 
" Would'ft fee the world abroad, and have a fhare r 
" In all the follies and the tumults there : 
« Thou would' ft, forfooth, be fcmething in a ftatc, 
" And bulinefs thou would'ft find, and would'ft create : 

" Bufinefs I the frivolous pretence 
** Of human lufts, to ftiake off innocence ; 

** Bufinefs I the grave impertinence 5 
** Bufinefs 1 the thing which I of all things hate ; 
*' Bufinefs 1 the contradidion of thy fate. 

" Go, renegado ! caft up thy account, 
** And fee to what amount 
'* Thy foolifli gains by quitting me : 
" The fale of Knowledge, Fame, and Liberty, 
•' The fruits of thy unleam'd apoftacy. 
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^ ThoQ tiioag^^if oftce die jmfafic ftom were pal, 
** AH thy remaimng fife fluMild riiB-iluK>be; 
** Behdd I die pubEc ftann is ^peat at li^ 
*^ The fovereign 's toft at lea no moi^ 
** And thoa, with all the ooUe ooflipttiy^ 

<« Art got at laft to flMire. 
** Bat* ^it^iilft thy feUow-vojragen I fire 
«« All marchM ap to poAeis die proflus'J Inrft 
"^ Thoa ftili alone, aks ! doft gapkg flaiid 
*' UpoA the naked beach, apcm the barreii find ! 



'' As a fair morning of the blefled ipringy 

** After a tedious ionny mght, 
** Such was the glorioas entry of ear king; 
" Enriching rndftore drop'd on cvtery thing ; 
'* Plenty he ibw*d bdow, and caft about him light ! 

•' But then, aks ! to thee alone, 
" One of old Gideon's mirades was fhown f 
*' For every tree and ercry herb aromid 

« With pearly dew was crown'd, 
« Andr upon all the quicken'd gronnd 
** The fruitful feed of heaven did brooding He, 
" And nothing but the Mufe's fleece was dry. 

" It did all other threats furpafs, 
*• When God to his own people faid 
*' (The men whom through long wanderings he had led) 

" That he would give diem ev'n a heaven of brafs : 
" They look'd up ta that heaven in vain, "% 

" That bounteous hcavciv, wldch God did not reftram > 
*' Upon the moft uxv}\x& to ftxawt ^xA wsv* V 
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<* The Rachdy fyf whick tndce (tvevt year9 and more 

*' Thou dkU With fakh and labour ferre, 
•* And didft (if futh and labour can) dckrve, 

** TJiottgh (he contraAed w^ to thee« 

** Given to another* who had ftor e 
*» Of ft5««* wd of richer wives before, 
'' And not a Leah left, thy recompcnce to be^ 
*f Go on ; twice feven years more thy fortune try ; 
** TwicQ feven years more God in his bounty may 

** Give thee, to fling away 
« Into the Qcwirt's deceitful lottery: 

'' But think how likely 'tis that thou, 
*» With the duU work of tliy unwieldy plough,* 
** Should'^ in a hard and barren feaibn thrive, 

** Should evea able be to live ; 
** Thou, to whofe diare fo little bread did fall, 
<' In the miraculous year when manna rain'd on all»'' 

Thus fpake the Mu£b, and fpake it with a fm3ew 

That feem'd at once to pity and revile. 

And to her thus, rai£ttg his thoughtful head. 
The mdianduJy Cowley ftid— - 
*' Ah, wanton foe 1 doft thou i^braid 
'' The ills which thou thyietf haft made f 

'' When m the cradle innocent I by, 

" Thou, wicked fpirit ! ftoleft me vwf» 
** And my abufed (bul didft bear 

" Into thy new-found worlds^ I know ^jOt where, 
" Thy golden Indies in the air; 
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«* And ever fince I ftrivc in vain 

** My ravi(h*d fi^edcmi to regun ; 
*' Still J rebel, fHIl thoa doft reign; 
^* Lo ! (till in verfe againft thee I complain. 

** There is a fort of fhibbom weeds, 
•^ Which, if the earth bat onCe, it ever, breeds ; 

<< 'No u4iole{bme herb can near them thrive, 

** No ofefiil plant can keep aHve : 
<« The fboliih fports I did on thee beftow, 
** Make all my art and labour frnitlefs now r 
*' Where once fuch fairies danc^ no grafs doth ever j 
•* grow. 

** When my new mind had no infoiion known, - 
" Thou gav'fl fo deep a tinfture of thine owil» 
" That ever fince I vainly try 
" To wafh away th' inherent dye : 
" Long wbrk perhaps may fpoil thy colours quite, 
** But never will reduce the native white : 

" To all the ports of honour and of gain, ) 
'* I often fteer my courfe in vain; v 

" Thy gale comes crofs, and drives me back again.) 
" Thou flack'neft all my nerves of induftry, 

" By making them fo oft to be 
** The tinkling firings of thy loofe minllrelfy. 
" Whoever tliis world's happinefs would fee, 
" Muft as entirely caft-off thee, 
*' As they who only heaven defire 
^ •* Do from yk& v/otld reure. 
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*« This was my error, this my grofs miftake, 

" Myfelf a demy-votary to make. ^ 

^ Thus, with Sapphira and her hufband's fate 

" (A fault which I, like them, am taught too late), 

** For all that I gave up I nothing gam, 

*' And pcrifh for the part which I retain. 

'' Teach me not then, O thou fallacious Mufe ! 

** The court, and better king, t' accufe: 
" The heaven under which I live is fair, 
" The fertile foil will a full harveft bear : 
*' Thine, thine is all the barrennefs; if thou 
" Mak'll me fit ftill.and fing, when I fhould plough. 
" When I but think JKow many a tedious year 

*♦ Ouf patient fovereign did attend 

«' His long misfortunes' fatal end ; 
** How chearfuUy, and how exempt from fear, 
« On the Great Sovereign's will he did depend ; 
" I ought to be accurft, if I refufe 
" To wait on ids, O thou fallacious Mufe ! 
*' Kings have long hands, they fay; and, though I be 
** So diftant, they may reach at length to me. 

" However, of all princes, thou 
'' Should'f^ not reproach rewards for being finall or 

" flow; 
« Thou 1 who rewardeft but with popular breath, 
« And that too after death." 
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ON COLONEL TOKENS TRAGI-CbMEDT, 
THE ADVENTURES OF FIVE HOURS. 

AS when our Idngs (lords of die Radons mam) 
Take in juft wars a rich plate- fleet of Spain, 
The mde unihapen ingots they reduce 
Into a form of beauty and of ufe; 
On which the conqueror's image now does flune. 
Not -his whom it bebng'd to in the mine : 
So, in the mild contentions of the Mufe 
(The war which Peace itfelf loves and purfues) 
So' have you home to us in triumph brought 
This Cargazon of Spain with treafures fraught. 
You have not bafely gotten it by ftealth. 
Nor by tranHation borrowed all its wealth; 
But by a powerful ffurit made it your own; 
Metal before, money by you *tis grown. 
'Tis current now, by your adorning it 
With the fair ftamp of your viftorious wit. 

But, though we praife this voyage of your mind. 
And though ourfclves enrich'd by it' we find ; 
We *re not contented yet, becaufe we know 
What greater (lores at home within it grow. 
We *ve feen how well you foreign ores refine; 
Produce the gold of your own nobler mine : 
The world fhaU then our native plenty view. 
And fetch materials for their wit from you ; 
They all (hall waldv tKt travails of your pen. 
And Spain on you fti^fflL cvajRft i^-^c^^^ ^^^ 
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OK THE DEATH OF 

MRS. KATHARINE PHILIPS 



CRUEL DlTeafe 1 ah, could not it fufEce 
Thy old and conftant fpite to exercife 
Againft the gentleft and the hlrtlk {ex, 
W^iich ffill thy depredations moft do vex f 

Where (till thy malice moft of all 
(Thy malice or thy luft) does on the faireft fall ? 
And in them moft aflault the faired place. 
The throne of^emprefs Beauty, ev*n the face t 
There was jenough of that here to ailbage, 
(One would have thought) either thy luft pr rag^ 
Was *t not enough, when thou, prophane Difeafe J 

Didftcn this glorious temple fcize ? 
Was 't not enough, like a wild zealot, diere^ 
All the rich outward ornaments to tear. 
Deface the innocent pride of beauteous images? 
Was 't not enough thus rudely to defile^ 
But thou muft quite deftroy, the goodly pite^ 
^nd thy unbounded facrilege commit 
On th' inward holieft holy of her wit ? 
Cruel Difeafe ! there thou miftook'ft thy power ; 

No mine of death can that devour | 
On her embalmed name it will abide 

An everlafHng pyramid^ 
As high as heaveii the tQp> at tmk the Vafit wide. 
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All agC5 [vaft record, all countries now 
In \*4rious kinds fuch equal beauties fhow» 

That cv*n judge Paris would not know 
On whom the golden apple to beltow; 
Though GoddefTes t' his fentence did fubmit^ 
Women and lovers would appeal from it : 
Kor durft he fay, of all the female race. 

This is the fovercign face. 
And fome (though thcfe be of a kind that *s rare, ^ 
That 's much, ah, much Icfs frequent than the fair) 
So equally rcnown'd for virtue are, J 

ThAt it the mother of the Gods might pofe. 
When the l>cft woman for her guide fhe chofe. 

But if AiX)llo ihould defign 

A >\'oman Laureat to make. 
Without diipuic he would Orinda take. 

Though Sappho and the famous Nine 
Stood by, and did repine. 

To be a princcfs, or a queen, 
1$ great ; but *tis a grcatnefs always feen : 
The \\t)rld did never but two women know. 
Who, one by fraud, th' other by wit, did rife 
To the two tops of fpiritual dignities ; 
One female pope of old, one female poet now. 

Of female poets, who had names of old, 

,. Nothing is Ihown, but only told, 
A,nd all we hear of them perhaps may be 
MaJe-flattcry only, and male-poetry. 
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tcvf minutes did their beauty's lightning waile^ 
-I'he thunder of their voice did longer laft. 

But that too foon was paili 
The certain proofs of our Orinda*s wit 
In her own lafting characters arc writ. 
And they will long my praife of them furvivci 
Though long perhaps, too, that may live* 
The trade of glory, managed by the pen. 
Though great it be, and every where is foundi 
Does bring in but fmall profit to us men ; 
*Tis, by the number of the iharers, drown'di 
Orinda, on the female coafts of Fame, 
IngrofTes all the goods of a poetic name; 

She does no partner with her fee ; 
Does all the builnefs there alonci which we 
Are forc'd to carry on by a whole company4 

But wit 's like a luxuriant vine ; 

Unlefs to virtue's prop it join. 

Firm and ere£l towards heaven bound; 
Though it with beauteous leaves and pleafant fruit 

be crown'd. 
It lies, deform'd and rotting^ on the ground* 

Now fhan(ie and bluihes on us all, 

Who our own fex fuperior call ! 
Orinda does our boaiHng fex out-dOi 
Not in wit only, but in virtue too : 
She does above our bef^ examples rife. 
In hate of vice and fcom of vanities* 
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Kever did fpirit of the manly make, n 

And dip'd all o'et in Learning's facred lake, » 

A temper more invulnerable take. 3 

No violent paflion could an entrance fold 
Into the tender goodriefs of her mind: 
Through walls of ftonc t'hofe foribu^ bullets mzj 

Force their impetuous Way ; 
When her (oft brcaft they Iftt, powerlefs and dead Acy 
lay! 

The fame of Friendflilp, which fo king had told 
Of three or four illuftrious mimes of <)ld. 
Till hoarfe and weary with the tale fhe grew. 

Rejoices now t' have got a new, 

A new and more furprizing ftory. 
Of fair Lucafia's and Orinda's glory. 
As when a prudent man does once perceive 
That in fome foreign countiy he hiuft live. 
The language and the manners he does drive 

To underftand and praftice here. 

That he may ^oihe no ftratjger there : 
So well Orinda did herfelf prepare, 
l\\ this much diffefent clinie, for her remove 
To the glad world of Poetry and Love. 
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HYMN TO 

FIRST-bom of Chaos> w 
From the old negro's 
Which> when it faw th 
The melancholy mafs put on 

Thou tide of glory^ which n( 
But ever ebb and ever i 
Thou golden ftiower of 

Who does in thee defcend> a 

tiail, adive Nature's watchfi 
Her joy, her omament> 
Hail to thy hufband He; 

Thou the world's beauteous h 

Say from what golden quivei 
Do all thy winged arrow 
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Thou in the moon's bright chariot, proud and gay, 
Doft thy bright wood of ftars furvey ; 
And all the year doft with thee bring 

Of thoufand flowery lights thine own nodumal fpring. 

Thou, Scythian-like, doft round thy lands above 
The fun*s gilt tents for ever move. 
And ftill, as thou in pomp doft go. 

The fhining pageants of the world attend thy (how. 

Nor amidft all thefe triumphs doft thou fcom 
The humble glow-worms to adorn. 
And with thofe living fpangles gild 

(O greatnefs without pride !) the bufties of the field* 

Night, and her ugly fubjeds, thou doft fright. 

And Sleep, the lazy owl of night; 

Afliam'd, and fearful to appear, [fphcrc. 

They fkreen their horrid fhapes with the black hemi- 

With them there haftes, and wildly takes th' alarm, 

Of painted dreams a bufy fwarm : 

At the firft opening oftJem^^yQ 
The various clufters break, the antic atoms fly. 

The guilty ferpents, and obfcener beafts. 
Creep, confcious, to their fecret refts : 
Nature to thee does reverence pay, 

111 omens and ill flghts removes out of thy way. 

At thy appearance. Grief itfelf is faid 

To ftiake his wings, and rouze his head : 
And cloudy Care Vv2ts often took 
A gentle beamy {m\\e, te^^^^^ itwxv^^^R^• 
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At thy.appearance. Fear itfe 
Thy fun-(hine melts 2C^ 
Encouraged at the fxghl 

To the cheek colour comes, 

Ev'n Lufl, the mafter of a h 
Blulhes, if thou be'ft in 
To Darknefs' curtain^ 

In fympathizing night he ro! 

When, Goddefs ! thou lift'fl 
Out of the morning's p 
Thy quire of birds abo 

And all the joyful world f^u 

The ghoits, and monfter-fpii 
A body's privilege to a 

Vanifh again invifibly. 

And bodies gain again their 

All the world's bravery, thai 
l.s but thv fevt-Titl liver' 
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With flame condens'd thou do*ft thy jcwds fix. 

And foHd coloars in it mix : 

Flora hcrfelf cnrics to fee 
Flowers fairer than her own^ and durable as (he. 

Ah, Goddefa ! would thou conld'ft thy hand withold, 

And be lefs liberal to gold ! 

Didft thou lefs value to it give. 
Of how much care, alas ! might'ft thou poor man re- 
lieve ! 

To me the fun is more delightful far. 

And all fair days much fairer are. 

But few, ah ! wondrous few, there be. 
Who do not gold prefer, O Goddefs ! ev'n to thee. 

Through the foft ways of heaven, and air, andfea, 
Which open all their pores to thee. 
Like a clear river thou doft glide. 

And with thy living flream through the clofe channels 
Aide. 

But, where firm bodies thy free courfe oppofe. 
Gently thy fource the land overflows ; 
Takes there pofTefiion, and does make. 

Of colours mingled light, a thick and ftanding lake. 

But the vaft ocean of unbounded day 

In th' empyrsean lieaven does ftay. 

Thy rivers, lakes, and fprings, below. 
From thence took firil their rife, thither at laft mufl flow. 
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T O 

THE ROYAL SOCIETY. 

PHilofophy, the great and only heir 
Of all diat human knowledge which has been 
Unforfeited by man's rebellious fin. 

Though full of years he do appear 
(Philofophy, I fay, and call it He ; 
For, whatfoe'er the painter's fency be. 

It a male-virtue feems to me) 
Has ftill been kept in nonage till of late> 
Nor manag'd or enjoy 'd his vaft eflate. 
Three or four thoufand years, one would have thought. 
To ripenefs and perfeftion might have brought 

A fcience fo well bred and nurft. 
And of fuch hopeful parts too at the firft : 
But, oh ! the guardians and the tutors, then 
(Some negligent and fome ambitious men) 

Would ne'er confent to fet him free. 
Or his own natural powers to let him fee. 
Left that (hould put an end to their authority. 
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That his own bufinefs he might quite forget. 
They' amus'd him with the fports of wanton wit ; 
With the deffcrts of poetry they fed him, 
Inftead of folid meats t' increafe his force; 
Inftead of vigorous exercife, they led him 
Into thepleafant labyrinths of tvw-ft^ftv^Q;w.^<^\ 

S 4 Vc^^-wJi. 
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Inflead of carrying him to fee 
The riches which do hoarded for him lie 

In Nature's endlefs treafury. 

They chofe his eye to entertain 

(His curious but not covetous eye) 
With painted icenes and pageants of the brain. 
Some few exalted fpirits this latter age has fhowiii 
That laboured to aflert the liberty 
(From guardians who were now ufiirpers grown) 
Of this dd minor {till, captivM PhildTophy; 

But 'twas rebellion call'd, to fight 

For fuch a long-opprefled right. 
Bacon at IsJk, a mighty man, arofe, 

(Whom a wife king, and Nature, chofe. 

Lord chancellor of both their laws) 
And boldly undertook the injur'd pupil's caufe. 

Authority'— which did a body boaft. 

Though 'twas but air condens'd, and ftalk'd about, 

Like feme pld giant's more gigantic ghoft. 

To terrify the learned rout 
With the plain magic of true Reafon's light— 

He chac'd out of our fight ; 
Nor fufFer'd living men to be mifled 1 

By the vain Ihadows of the dead: [torn fled* > 

To graves, from whence it rofe, the conquer 'd phan- 3 

He broke that monftrous God which flood 
In midfi: of th' orchard, and the whole did claim } 

Which with a ufelefs fcythe of wood. 

And fomething dfc ivox. wo\\!c\. ^^•a.Tcva 
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(Both vaft for Ihew, yet neither fit 

Or to defend, or to beget; 

Ridiculous and fenfelefs terrors !) made 
Children and fuperfHtious men afraid. 

The orchard 's open now, and free. 
Bacon has broke the fcare-crow deity : 

Come, enter, all that will. 
Behold the ripen'd fruit, come gather now yoUr fill ? 

Yet ftill, methinks, we fain would be 

Catching at the forbidden tree — 

We would be like the Deity — 
When truth and falfehood, good and evil, we. 
Without the fenfes' aid, within ourfelves would fee ; 

For 'tis God only who can find 

All Nature in his mind. 

From words, which are but piftures of the thought 
(Though we our thoughts from them perverfely drew) 
To things, the mind's right obje^l, he it brought : 
Like foolifti birds, to painted grapes we flew ; 
He fought and gathered for our ufe the true ; 
And, when on heaps the chofen bunches lay. 
He preft them wifely the mechanic way. 
Till all their juice did in one vefTel join. 
Ferment into a nourifhment divine. 

The thirfly foul's refrefhing wine. 
Who to the life an exad piece would make, 
Mufl not from others' work a copy take; 

No, not from Rubens or Vandyke ; 
Much lefs content himfclf to m2ikt \t. VJiA 

^\5t 
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Th' ideas and the images which lie 
In his own fancy or his niemory. 

No, he before his fight muft place 

The natural a^d living fape ; 

The real obje^ muft command 
Each judgment, of his ^ye and qiqtion of his hand. 

From thefc and all long errors of the way. 
In which our wandering predeceffors went. 
And, like th' old Hebrews, many years did flray. 

In deferts but of fmidl extent. 
Bacon, Uke Mofes, led us forth at lail : 

The barren wildemefs he paft; 

Did on the very border ftand 

Of the blefl promis'd land; 
And from the mountain's top of his exalted wit. 

Saw it himfelf, and fhew'd us it. 
But Hfe did never to one man allow 
Time to difcover worlds and conquer too; 
Nor can fo fhort a line fuificient be 
To fathom the vaft depths of Nature's fea. 

The work he did we ought t' admire; 
And were unjuft if we fhould more require 
From his few years, divided 'twixt th' exccis 
Of low affliction aijd high happinefs : 
For who on things remote can fix his fight. 
That 's always in a triumph or a fight ? 

From you, great champions ! we expeft to get 
Thefe fpacious couatnes^Wx.^wiN^.'i'^et^ 
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Countries, where yet, inftead of Nature, we 
Her images and idols worlhip'd fee : 
Thefe large and wealthy rcgi<Mis to fubduc. 
Though Learning has whole armies at command^ 

Quarter'd about in every land, 
A better troop fhe ne'er together drew: 

Methinks, like Gideon's little band, 

God with defign.has pick'd out you. 
To do thofe noble wonders by a few : 
When the whole hoft he faw, '*They are" (faid he) 

*' Too many to o'ercome for me;'* 

And now he choofes out his men. 

Much in the way that he did then ; 

Not thofe many whom he found 

Idly' extended on the ground. 

To drink with their dejefted head 
The ftream, juft fo as by their mouths it fled: 

No ; but thofe feW who took the waters up. 
And made of their laborious hands the cup. 

Thus you prepar'd, and in the glorious fight 
Their wondrous pattern too you take ; 

Their old and empty pitchers firft they brake. 

And with their hands then lifted up the light, 
lo ! found too the trumpets here I 

Already your viftorious lights appear; 

New fcenes of heaven already we efpy. 

And crowds of golden worlds on high. 

Which from the fpacious plains of earth and fea 

Could never yet difcov€r'A.)ae, 
Byfailors' or Chaldeans' watc\ii\3^ c^t* 
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NrTzrs'^s ^neat woria bo diftance cam obfciirc» 

Nc* fmLllrfff^ her ucar o&^eAs'can iecure; 

Y' hkvt tui»lit tl)e ccfioas £ght to p«fs ^ 

I«eo the pni ateft teocTs i 

Of her impejcep ii hle fixdnetfs ! J * 

Y' hzve leaned to rod her finalleft hand* 

And wdl begim Ikt deq^eft fenfe to onderflaiid ! 
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Mifchlef and true diOiOEioiir faH on thofe 

Who wodd to laughter or to ibom expofe 

So virtuous and lb noUe a dcitgn* 

So human for its uie» fer knouiedge ib divine. 

The things whkk thcfe proud men defpife^ and call 

Impertinent, and vain, and finaU, 
Thofe fmalleil things of nature let me knovv^ 
Rather than all their greated adions do ! 
Whoever would depofed Truth advance 

Into the throne ufurp'd from it, 
Muft feel at firfl the blows of Ignorance, 

And the fharp points of envious Wit. 
So, when, by various turns of the celeilial d^ce, 

In many thoufand years 

A ftar, fo long unknown, appears. 
Though heaven itfelf more beauteous by it grow, "] 
1 1 troubles and alarms the world below ; > 

Does to the wife a ftar, to fools a meteor, (how. J 

With courage and fuccefs you the bold work begin; 

Your cradle has not idle been : 
None e'er, but Hercules and you, would be 
At Ave years age worthy a hillory. 

And 
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And ne*cr did Fortune better yet 
Th'. hiftorian to the ftory fit : 

As you from all old errors free 
And purge the body of Philofophy ; 

So from all modern follies he 
Has vindicated Eloquence and Wit. 
His candid ftyle like a clean ffream does flide> 

And his bright fancy^ all the way* 

Does like the fun-fhine in it play ; 
It does, like Thames, the beft of rivers ! glide^ 
Where the God does not rudely overturn. 

But gently pour, the cryftal urn. 
And with judicious hand does the whole current guide : 
'T has all the beauties Nature can impart. 
And all the comely drefs, without the paint, of Art. 



UPON THE 

Chair made out of Sir Francis Drake's Ship* 

Prefented to the Univerfity Library of Oxford, 
by John Davis of Deptford, Efquirc. 

TO this great fliip, which round the globe has run. 
And match'd in race the chariot of the fun. 
This Pythagorean fliip (for it may claim 
Without prefumption fo defcrv'd a name. 
By knowledge once, and transformation now) 
In her new ihape, this facrcd port allow. 

Drake 
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Drake and his fhip could not have wiih'd from Fatt 
A more blefl flation, or more bleft eftafee ; 
For lo ! a feat of endlefs reft is given 
To her in Oxford^ and to him in heaven^ 

PROLOGUE 
To the CuTTEE OF CoLif AN Strj&et. 

As, when the midland (ea is no where dear 
From dreadfoi fleets of Tunis and Argier««« 
Which coaft about, to all they meet with foes. 
And upon which nought can be got but blows— 
The merchant-fhips fo much their paflage doubt. 
That, though full-freighted, none dares venture out. 
And trade decays, and fcarcity enfues : 
Juft fo the timorous wits of late refufe. 
Though laded, to put forth upon the ftage. 
Affrighted by the criticks of this age. 
It is a party numerous, watchful, bold ; 
They can from nouglit, which fails in fight, with-hold; 
Nor do their cheap, though mortal, thunder fpare ; 
They fhoot, alas I with wind-guns charg'd with air. 
But yet, gentlemen-criticks of Argier, 
For your own interefl I 'd advife ye here. 
To let this little forlorn-hope go by 1 

Safe and untouched,** That mull not be" (you'll cry.) I 
If ye be wife, it muft ; I '11 tell you v4iy. J 

There are feven, eight, mne — ftay — there are behind 
Ten plays at leaft, wVvvdi mVL\i>ax ^oit ^>h>3A^ 

3 
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And the glad news that we the enemy mifs ; 
And thofe are all your own, if you fpare this. 
Some are but new trimm'd up, others quite new; 
Some by known fhipwrights built, and others too 
By that great author made, whoe'er he be. 
That ftyles himfelf « Perfon of Quality ;'* 
All thefe, if we mifcarry here to-day. 
Will rather till they rot in th' harbour ftay; 
Nay, they will back again, though they were come 
Ev'n to their laft fafe road, the tyring-room. 
Therefore again I fay, if you be wife. 
Let this for once pafs free ; let it fuffice 
That we, your fovereign power here to avow. 
Thus humbly, ere we pafs, llrike fail to you. 

ADDED AT COURT. 

STAY, gentlemen ; what I have faid was all 
But forc'd fubmiffion, which I now recall. 
Ye 're all but pirates now again; for here 
Does the true fovereign of the feas appear. 
The fovereign of thefe narrow feas of wit ; 
*Tis his own Thames ; he knows and governs it. 
'Tis his dominion and domain ; as he 
Pleafes, 'tis either fhut to us, or free. 
Not only, if his paiTport we obtain, 
We^fear no little rovers of the main ; 
But, if our Neptune his calm vifage fhow. 
No wave fhall dare to rife or wind to blow. 

END OF THE SEVE^TU N^\*>5VL1^* 
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